


DEDICATION 


This issue of GloMag is dedicated to Daginne Aignende, 
who died this December after a heavy, painful and brave 
battle against cancer. 


BIO 

Daginne Aignende is the pseudonym for the Dutch poetess 
and photographic artist Inge Wesdijk. She posted some of 
her poems in her fun project website www.daginne.com. 
She was the co-editor of Degenerate Literature, a poetry, 
flash fiction, Arts E-zine. She has been published in several 
Poetry Review Magazines, in the anthologies 'Where Are 
You From?’ and ‘Dandelion in a Vase of Roses’. 





Your life was a blessing, your memory a treasure, you are 
loved beyond words and missed beyond measure. 


SONJAYE MAURYA 
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Awards 


e ‘Best Artist Award’ in ‘Life & Vision-II’exhibition- 
Ahmedabad 

e ‘Gold Classic Award’ in ‘Kalaa Spandan National Art 
Festival 2016’-Mumbai 

e ‘Best Artist Award’ in ‘Mother Nature’-Goa 

e ‘Gold Award’ in ‘Kalaa Spandan National Art Festival 
2017’-Mumbai 

e ‘Digital Award’from Majhi Metro- Mumbai April 2018 

e ‘Kala Ratn’award by Agnipath Art Society 

e ’Gold Medal’ in ‘Kalaa Spandan Art Fair- 2018’- 
Mumbai 


About The Artist 


Sonjaye Maurya is an eminent artist with international 
recognition and is also a team member of ‘Indian Art 
Promoters’ (Kalaa Spandan Art Fair). 

A master painter, a colourful persona, an artist with a 
difference, a painter who always has good in mind for the 
artists and works towards their development and 
promotion. Sonjaye Maurya is an inspiring story of a self- 
taught artist, a businessman who shut down all his business 
and decided to follow his passion for art and to dedicate his 
life to art and artists. A story of rise to success in a short 
span of four years with dedication, devotion, proper 
planning and understanding of business, marketing, 
branding etc. He is also a photographer, a traveler, a writer 
and a poet. 

His works have a mysterious quality... a magical touch that 
makes them stand apart from the works of other 
contemporary artists. Everything that he paints has a deep 
meaning and message in it. May it be Buddha or even if he 
is painting fishes or a landscape. His works are many a 
times a transformation from realistic to abstract and vice 
versa. 

He deals with artistic perceptions about the human feelings 
and the different realms of life. His works explore the 
artistic transition from traditional to modern in vibrant 
colour palettes. His paintings reflect on fantasies and 
dreams. 


His works are a result of vast experimentation with 
medium, style and techniques, and in-depth study of the 
subject. Many of his works are neither realistic 
representation nor abstract. They can’t be categorised to 
any specific school of art. 

He is also a part of growth and development of art scene. 
His works are entirely different from others with sensitivity 
and lyricism of poetry. He understands rhythm and 
harmony. His concentration is on creative pursuit rather 
than commercial aspect. There is no diversion of mind. 

He also works extensively on subjects related to 
‘Spirituality’ and ‘Buddhism’, and themes that help us 
elevate life. 

Sonjaye Maurya is also one of the pioneer Indian 
Contemporary artists working on ‘Buddha’. 

He is a true friend of artists of all age group. He is caring 
and friendly. He is gentle and knowledgeable. Any artist 
from anywhere can approach him for guidance and he 
obliges. He is a very calm and soft spoken person, is easily 
accessible to all artists established or aspiring and respects 
their feelings. He spends time with artists and encourages 
them. He tells artists to work sincerely and not to be part of 
the rat race. 

Sonjaye Maurya also curates and orgnises various events. 
He is the founder of ‘Sonjaye Maurya Art World’ and 
‘Creative Art Affairs’. These are initiatives to appreciate and 
promote young and upcoming artists. 

The groups have Futuristic vision and trendsetting goals, 
and have been tirelessly yet zealously working for the core 


development of art and artists. The events organised by the 
groups and artists launched on platforms of repute were 
well received and highly appreciated. 

‘Sonjaye Maurya Art World’ and ‘Creative Art Affairs’ help 
in its quest to discover new talents, providing them a 
platform by organizing various art activities. There is 
continued effort on the part of the groups to find and 
cultivate dynamic, young contemporary artists who have 
the potential to contribute substantially to the 
understanding of art given the right environment and 
direction. 


The groups seek to promote contemporary Indian art and 
strive to deliver this by creating opportunities for the 
artists. Their motto is to promote excellence and 
innovation in all aspects of its work and explore the unique 
contribution that the art can make to our understanding of 
contemporary. 


Cell: 98923388 

WhatsApp: 9967600630 

email ids: sonjayemaurya@hotmail.com, 
sonjayemaurya@gmail.com 

Presence on FB: 

facebook.com/sonjaye.maurya 
facebook.com/sonjaye.maurya.art.world/ 
facebook.com/groups/creativeartaffairs/ 


Art Perspective 


My work tries to discover the meaning of life, which though 
not simple is rather intricate and perplexing with many 
parts amazingly interconnected. 

Journey through various stages of life shapes us through its 
experiences, perspectives, soul searching quests, beliefs 
and creates an insatiable yearning to give meaning to a 
fruitful existence. 

My painting explores these nuances of existence and brings 
forth the joys, perplexities, beliefs, realities of life in a 
manner that provoke viewer’s thinking. They reflect an 
inspired appreciation of the different aspects of life and 
hence | use versatility in every creation through diversified 
themes, colours, ideas, stylization that suits the concept 
and subject. 

Acrylic, gouache, drawing, knife, or brush... each media or 
technic gives a special feel. That’s why each painting has a 
special treatment depending on the type of message that 
has to be conveyed. 

| take inspiration from every feeling a human can 
experience. My muse is my love for and hope in life...even 
in the worst scenarios. 

Pursuing art is an enriching and a fulfilling experience as it 
allows to unite the elements of art, nature, artist and the 
viewer. It has led to self-realization and to the very core of 
my existence. 


ABOUT GLOMAG 
GloMag is the coming together of writers in their diverse 
manifestations, thoughts, and expressions, and the visual 
interpretation of these. Sometimes the original thought of 
the writer gets completely lost in the interpretations. Visual 
aids help us to decipher the writer's intentions, and at the 
same time, enhance the reading experience. Perhaps you 
are sitting in solitude beneath a bough, besides a lake, and 
you turn the pages. The thoughts capture you, time stands 
still, and you become engrossed, oblivious to anything but 
these beautiful writings, expressions, and pictures. Your 
soul dances in ecstasy, participates in a cosmic experience, 
it sways and chants. Somewhere someone is telling you 
about duality, someone tells you about a forlorn house 
without music, someone shows you how to love, and 
someone raises questions about existence itself. 
And when you come to, the world is still there, the lake is 
still there, the birds are chirping, shadows have lengthened. 
Nothing feels the same! You are not the same! You get up 
reluctantly. It's time to go home. 
~ Glory Sasikala 
The copyrights of the works in this book vests with the 
individual authors. Prior written permission is required to 
reproduce any part of the magazine. 
© All rights reserved. 2018 
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Please Take Change 
Poems by Paul Brookes 
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Paul Brookes 





About The Book 


“Please Take Change” are poems about call centres and 
shops. The way the management treat you, the way the 
customers/clients treat you, the snapshot of their lives you 
get. A snap shot of the community you join. My head 
records what is said. | put it down as | have heard it. The 
characters speak for themselves, sometimes humorously, 
sometimes tragically. 


Book Available At 


https://www.amazon.in/dp/9388125487 ?ref=myi title d 
p 


https://www.amazon.com/Please-Take-Change-Paul- 


Brookes/dp/9388125487/ref=sr_1 3?s=books&ie=UTF8& 
qid=1545304798&sr=1-3 


REVIEW BY IAN BADCOE 


Paul Brookes is a poet | know through the internet. We 
used to hang out on Poetry Circle, an online forum... 


Before | begin this review | must reveal that | live a 
charmed life. | have always found it easy to get jobs, and 
places | have worked have been more akin magical 
kingdoms, than grey Kafkaesque distopias. 


| try to remain aware that this isn't true for everyone 
(should be... isn't) but awareness is one thing and knowing 
what living it is like would be something else again. The 
main power of this book is it gives you a window into 
exactly that, and furthermore it paints subtly, neither 
glorifying, nor playing up to the grimness. 


From the biography on the back we discover Paul has been 
a security guard, postman, admin assistant, call centre 
advisor, lecturer, poetry performer and now works as a 
shop assistant. He has recently been interviewing almost 


every poet in the UK in The Wombwell Rainbow Interviews 
and very interesting they are (you may find yourself, or 
even myself, in there if you look hard enough...) 


This collection draws heavily on Paul's employment history. 
Not all of those are the most glamorous of jobs (except 
"poetry performer" — literally the most glamorous job 
there is...) and you might expect there's a degree of 
arduous toil, unsympathetic bosses, wearying drudgery to 
be expressed. In this you'd be right, and these poems do 
reveal a world of quotidian working days. 


However, also running through this are threads of razor- 
sharp observation, human warmth and humour which keep 
the collection alive and make reading through the 75-odd 
short poems a light and rewarding experience. 


Let's start with: 

workaround 

some systems don’t work 

so you have to do 

a work around 

when this becomes the system 


| don’t know 


my bus 

takes a detour for roadworks 
or accident 

something tells me 

this is not temporary 


| love the sheer universality of the experience related here, 
| have encountered the same thing in fields as separated as 
software design and cafeteria queuing; my home town had 
a "temporary car park" for four decades; and I've even 
worked for major international corporation § entirely 
devoted to working around the things it failed to address 
previously. 


Also the skilful way everyday language is put to work to 
illustrate the general principle, but simultaneously narrate 
the concrete example, is typical of the poems here. 
Another that demonstrates this point is: 


The List 

Their companion gone 
old men stoop lower 
with less in their basket, 


try to recall her shopping list, 


was it Robinson's marmalade, 


or Hartley's lemonade? 


Spam. No she never liked spam. 
Never enough fat on bacon. 
Yes, | need a receipt, young man 


Which is touching, humorous, and heartbreaking in roughly 
equal measure. People who do or don't need receipts are a 
recurring theme, almost a running joke throughout this 
collection. 


These two poems are perhaps a little unusual in using a 
symbol as a metaphor for something larger. More pieces 
are essentially biographical, in the sense of relating 
wonderfully observed moments and characters from the 
author's working life, take: 


Two Lads 

at my till. | put first lad's 
goods through while second 
says to his mate, 


I'm gonna get a kitchen knife 


and rip your twatting head off. 


Blip 


I'm gonna put it in shoebox 


Set fire to it. Piss on the remains. 


Blip. 


Do you want a receipt? | ask 


the first lad. 


There's the slyly comic receipt again :-) and also here is the 
acute observation of real everyday behaviour, skilfully 
juxtaposed against the mundanity of the till queue. 


This is a fascinating collection. The early copy | had was a 
little unevenly edited, but | hope that will be sorted out in 
the final edition. The scenes from everyday life are 
compelling, and the understated humour and good will 


with which they are presented lifts them well above the 
mundane to a plane of their own. 


The conflicts, insults and travails presented here are 
something to be accepted, but not surrendered to, and the 
ultimate message we take from this is one of optimism and 
— | said it before — good humour. 


Let’s just end with this: 
Embarrassed 
One of two young girls with flushed cheeks 


who buy cans of coke and energiser asks 


Please can | buy a lotto scratch card, #7? 


| ring for the manager as per rule. 


He asks the girls for i.d. 


No. | haven't. I'm eighteen. 


We need to see your |.D. he says. 


You're an embarrassment, one replies 


How dare you embarrass me? 


Both girls flounce out the shop. 


Did you hear what she called me? 
Says the manager, smiling ear to ear. 


https://www.ianbadcoe.uk/2018/12/review-paul- 
brookes-please-take- 
change.html?fbclid=lwAR1C7eNV61e8SSiE6KpLY4gaDawH 
lerrb_ scv8IUMEF2wO909cWtA-aJqZA 


THESE ARE A FEW OF MY FAVORITE THINGS 


Vandana Kumar: | am a poet, residing in New Delhi, India. | 
work as a Teacher. | have contributed to various 
anthologies. 





Occupation: If | weren’t a teacher | would have been a 
teacher 


Book, Ebook or Audio, which do you prefer?: | sing along 
with ABBA and say ‘Thank you for the music’ 


Fav book: The Little Prince — Antoine de Saint-Exupéry 
Fav movie: Pick Pocket by Robert Bresson 


Fav song: Too many to list here 


Fav hobby: watching and reviewing films, doing 
crosswords, playing 20 questions. Poetry is beyond a mere 
hobby 


Fav color: Aaj ‘Blue’ hai Pani Pani 

Fav sport: Badminton 

Fav food: Classic Fish & Chips 

Fav pet: Rabbit 

Fav actor: Alain Delon 

Fav actress: Jeanne Moreau and Audrey Hepburn 

Life philosophy: Life is not for philosophizing but for living 
One liner describing you: No method to my madness 
Favorite holiday destination: Kolkata 


Favorite quote: Jean-Paul Sartre — 'There may be more 
beautiful times, but this one is ours.'— Jean-Paul Sartre 


Birthday: January 06 


Sign off message: Love to all the Glomagicians 
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A MASALA DOSA 

A wish is silent, 

Words wither anyway; 

In reminiscent evanescence, 
Meanings remain inadvertent; 


Why you love me like my parent? 


You lend me reds, 
Comfortably anonymous on nameless beds; 
An appetite steal some daily breads, 


Days feed nights a gourmet; 
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Fried and dry alphabets, 


Perhaps will have a Masala Dosa instead. 


Then | find eyes to see God in you, 
An understanding could see nothing as two; 
Who am I? And you otherwise could be who? 


Another poem ends and misses the cue. 





Aakash Sagar Chouhan: Aakash is a nomadic poet from 
Rourkela, Odisha, India. He co-authored “Between Moms 
and Sons” along with Mrs. Geethanjali Dilip (Geethamma). 
He also teamed up with eight eminent Indian Poets and 
launched “The Virtual Reality” in Kolkata. 


27 





LADY LOVE 

| must tell you dear 

That | am indeed in love 

With the Written Word 

The Beautiful Word, The Voluptuous Word 
She arouses in me erotic pleasures 


Where you, my love, have deceived me 
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When night falls she comes to me, 
Draped in silk as soft as cloud 
Shaped like desire 

And the music begins 

Cellos, violins and violas 

| clasp the small of her back 


As we slither down empty hallways 


She is like Fire 

Melting a portion of my heart each time 
Onto deserts of white paper 

Onto her soft breast 


(a part of my soul burns into hers) 


And one day my dear 


One we shall become 


The Written Word and | 


29 





Abhirami Nair: She is a budding poet and a student of class 
10. Words have always intrigued her, and poetry, a window 
to her soul. She spends all her free time trying to 
metaphorically interpret occurrences (worldy and 
unwordly) and explain them in beautiful words. She writes 
poetry on her blog, purplepanache.wordpress.com. 


30 





IN THE CEMETERY 

In the cemetery, | was standing on my knees, 
reading verses of the holy book to the tombs 

| was praying with tears on my cheeks 

until the graveyard stopped me and asked me if 

| was reading verses or reading sorrows 

with an emotionless face, he asked to repeat 

| started reading again and, his face was getting 
red as his eyes were dropping my unrhymed tears 
he stopped me with anger and screamed out 

why more grieves, why more death, and less peace 


| responded to him, why did hope sold us to traitors 
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why life is struggling with us, why did the wars rape us 
shamelessly 


we cried together as he was saying that he’s listening to 
spirits weeping with us, as the clouds will rain again 

he asked me again, why our world is no longer bright 
instead, it’s full of darkness and lots of bloody cuts 

our grandparents were the farmers, who lift the sunshine 
and brunt themselves to death, just to protect the seeds 
our mothers stole the moon from the wall of the night 
they hid in their coffins and the stars after our fathers 
turned the rainbow into a soldier in the zone of death 


and made the snow into a drinkable water to survive 
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Ahmad Al-Khatat: He was born in Baghdad. From Iraq, he 
came to Canada at the age of 10, the same age when he 
wrote his very first poem back in the year 2000. He also has 
been published in several press publications and 
anthologies all over the world. And he currently studies at 
the Concordia University in Montreal. He recently has 
published his two chapbooks ‘The Bleeding Heart Poet’ and 
‘Love On The War’s Frontline’ with Alien Buddha Press. It is 
available for sale on Amazon. Most of his new and old 
poems are also available on his official page Bleeding Heart 
Poet Copyright on Facebook. 


33 


Avs 


~ 
Z is 
: “ily j 
Lek) 


ie OI AG PRY NAS ] 





FOR WHAT IT’S WORTH: CHRISTMAS, 2004 
The weight of all those poets 

at once bearing down 

is enough to make you 


shout, O Tannenbaum! 


Their weight exceeds a revival 


tent of evangelicals whipped 


into African solar flares. 
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This is the hour 

of ashes, the hour 
required above all others, 
the hour to cognate 
jealous seeds sprouting 
from our bones and know 
beyond any shadow 

what course of action, 

if anyone asks, but who 


gives a shit, anyway? 


Still, the weight of all those poets 
bearing down at once 
is enough to make you 


shout, O Tannenbaum! 


35 





Alan Britt: In August 2015, Alan Britt was invited by the 
Ecuadorian House of Culture Benjamin Carrion in Quito, 
Ecuador as part of the first cultural exchange of poets 
between Ecuador and the United States. In 2013, he served 
as judge for the The Bitter Oleander Press Library of Poetry 
Book Award. His interview at The Library of Congress for 
The Poet and the Poem aired on Pacifica Radio, January 
2013. He has published 15 books of poetry, his latest being 
Violin Smoke (Translated into Hungarian by Paul Sohar and 
published in Romania: 2015). He teaches English/Creative 
Writing at Towson University. 
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SONNETS TO LAURA IN THE MUSEUM OF ANTIQUITIES 
They wanted to live forever-among gods, equal to gods. 
They ordered their names incised in the stone of stelas, 
So they would endure enchanted in the hieroglyphs- 


Immune to rain and wind. 


They took necessary and valuable things on their last 
journey. 


Carefully prepared, they crossed the threshold of eternity. 


Dark, gazes, full of surprise, follow me from the sarcophagi. 
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This is not how they imagined Eden and the meeting with 
fate. 


The Book of the Dead did not mention crowds of sightseers. 


Their jewels disappeared in display cases, and thieves’ 
pockets. 


Desiccated bodies and ancient linen wrappings, 


Remain the only souvenirs of life. 


No one knows exactly what she looked like or who she was. 
Was her hair flaxen? 


She did not know she would become the warm breath of a 
poem. 


He fell in eternal love with her. Life parted them, but not 
death. 


The song of sonnets erected an ephemeral monument, 
And bestowed immortality. 

The words of the songs remained more legible 

Than stone pyramids. 


She did not do anything, but exist 
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Alicja Maria Kuberska: She is an awarded Polish poetess, 
novelist, journalist, editor. Her poems have been published 
in numerous anthologies and magazines. She has published 
13 poetry anthologies. She is a member of the Polish 
Writers Associations in Warsaw, Poland and IWA Bogdani, 
Albania. She is also a member of the Directors’ Board of 
Soflay Literature Foundation. 
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WHAT | WANT TO BE 

| do not want to be a poem 
that is nothing but a sigh 
guised in words, 

or unguarded tears 
distilled into alphabets, 
that screams of fears 
mostly of abandonment 


and other mortal ones. 
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| want to be a poem 

in the fashion of the sea, 

a mirror to the sky-thoughts 
sharing colours generously. 
Will laud our symbiotic living 
and occasional breaking 


of rain-words in my arms 


most compellingly. 





Amanita Sen: Her first book ‘Candle In My Dream’ was 
published from Writer’s Wokshop. Her poems have been 
published in more than 10 anthologies and various journals 
in her country and abroad. 
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ADWITIYA 

My love, Adwitiya 

I've been waiting for you 
For millennia: 

From the age of stone 


Till this age of social media. 
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Aminool Islam: | am a poet residing in Bogra, Bangladesh. | 
work as an English language instructor. | have contributed 
to various anthologies. | am currently the sub-editor of a 
literary magazine named Neeharika. 
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DOOMSDAY 

Footsteps of time trudge to a day not afar 

When death is real 

Life its shrouded shadow. 

Age old values, eternal truths 

The elixir purity 

Long dislodged from sanctum. 

The salt of the earth sinks in the desert of debris. 
A delirious collective consciousness 

Crippled, cringes. 


Phantoms, scorched birds, depleted life fountains 
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Pave the path to the Apocalypse. 

The once sturdy voices of faith long muffled 
Sigh a dirge of decadence. 

Pestilence creeps in shrivelled umbilical cord, 
The sap of life falters in fangs of infertility. 
The mother becomes childless 

The child motherless. 

Beauty becomes untruth 

Untruth beauty. 

Existence becomes non-existence 


Whimpers to nothingness. 
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Amita Ray: She is a retired associate professor of English 
and Vice Principal of a College in Howrah, West Bengal. She 
resides in Kolkata and is a published translator as well as a 
short story writer. An academic of varied interests, she has 
been in the teaching profession for thirty-eight years. She 
takes an active interest in working with the child 
development unit of an NGO based in Kolkata and is 
associated with other social organisations at present. 
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MATHABHANGA* 

after all these years, i still think of 

mathabhanga, literally it means in bangla, a broken head 
to me mathabhaga remains a life | had 

probably wanted to live and let live 

green paddy expanse remain another sky 

and not far off is Bangladesh 

where green is still a sky and nothing else 

except sometimes 


a rippling streak 
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of red 

in narrow corridors we had once tried 

to survive 

a wilys jeep brings me to mathabhanga 
balancing on a tight rope of muddied roads 
shanties on either side 

and many ponds 

my eye is the road 

many hundred years 

old 

the mind races gathering such ponds 

one after another, green and black 

i try to find patches of azure blue 

holding women in red bordered handloom sarees 
their kohl lined eyes in a tryst 

they sought tales 

i was leaving back 


they always looked back 


48 


the dust smelt of rivers and shadows 

in involuntarily proportions 

far ahead, in different odors 

perhaps far off in the inherent blue 

and rampant tea gardens rolling down 
mrinalini is a palace 

and then she was never the palace 

she is me in one ancient night of laughter 

in a rite of destiny, in a puzzle of sacrament 

in the darkness of your hair, in moonless nights 
when crickets talked, creaked 

and enduring promises sustained 

white cotton dreams, shared only till daybreak 
the tea thick with milk with cinnamon and 
your smile 

the thatched tea shop caught your neck 
sunbeams poured on to blue veins 


trapped for many more years to come you stayed 


49 


i had looked through your eyes 

into the resolute 

off the track, the fishermen swept their nets 
your voice spoke uncannily of everything | 
believed, and you said of stances 

when the thundergod, its armies of rain 

and sodden thought will break through 

the zamaindarbari through mathabhanga 

its people 

shrill defense and anger will merge once again 
with river, sea and crypts of our mind 
mrinalini will suddenly disappear 

as many other things you see everyday 

and tales you cannot encrypt 

loving is still unloving 


the bluegreen of mathabhanga will always be only you 
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raptures we both disappeared on a sudden day 
like this 


*Mathabhanga is a small town in the district of Cooch 


Behar in North Bengal. 





Amitabh Mitra: He is a visual artist, poet and a medical 
doctor based at East London, South Africa. Originally, he 
belongs to Gwalior, India. 


51 





Two glass hearts 

one yellow, one red 

a white shell, whorled 

two small black stones 

of varying sizes 

and another slightly larger white one 


can mean 
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more than all the diamonds 
in the world 

and the girls who wear them 
or the men who buy them 
to me 

which | why 

you won't/don't see me 
among the so-called 

great and mighty 

and if | had my way 

I'd give to the small girl 
who gave me those things 
the chance to be happy 
always. That's me. 

Yes, that's all | am 


and that's just all/what | want to be. 
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Ampat Koshy: | am a writer residing in Jazan, Saudi Arabia. | 
work as a teacher. | have contributed to various anthologies 
like EYES BLOODSHOT. | have also published 16 fictions and 
poetry anthologies etc as sole author or co-contributor. My 
recent accomplishments are getting the best researcher 
award of 2018 in the English Department of Jazan 
University and bringing out my third solo collection of 
poems ‘Birds of Different Feathers’. 
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Download from 
Dreamstime.com 


| BEG YOUR PARDON 

It’s that time of the year 

When there is love in the air 

It’s Christmas time to cheer 

And share 

Soft waves of peace and harmony 
To all near and dear 

Floating warm tender feelings 


To the loveliest child born ever 


| beg your pardon 


But love is in the air 
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Only, you can feel it 

If at all should you care 
Unconditional, not possessive 
Neither yours to take 


Nor mine to give 


| beg your pardon 

Love is in the air 

Endless joy i feel 

Not accounted to be redeemed 
It’s this time and place so rare 
Love is surely in the air 

It’s that time of the year 
Christmas time to cheer 
Wishing you all in advance 


May i......ave a dance??? 
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Anand Abraham Pillay: He is a writer, singer, dancer, artist, 
and athlete. He is a retired Senior Executive from AAI 
Mumbai Airport. He loves to cook, loves adventure and 
loves travelling, and is a naturalist. 
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HEARTS AFLUTTER 
With hearts aflutter 
Butterflies surrender 
To a peaceful haven 
Of a blooming garden 


Tastes of fragrances 

Imbibe the air as the boughs 

Of trees are filled with chirping birds 
serenading butterflies 

With melodies so rich. 


Chasing butterflies like a child 
amazed by these fragile creatures 
in their varied designs and hues 
Each crafted with perfection 
Embodied in profound beauty. 
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Fly in your elegant beauty 

Touch the hearts of humanity 
Astound them with your humility 

Let them be intoxicated and drenched 
With the will to live harmoniously. 


The inert passions and deep desires 
Reinvigorated as they arise 

From the slumber of darkness 

And awaken to a luminosity 
Enlightening the soul. 





Angela Chetty: | am a poet and lyricist residing in Durban 
South Africa. | work as a consultant. | have contributed to 
various anthologies, journals and special editions. | have 
also published a poetry anthology. International Poetry 
awarded me as an Elite Poet, featuring three of my poems 
in the Top 100 poems in the 2018 Poet’s Showcase and 


Yearbook. 
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IN YOUR PRESENCE 

| feel the touch of spring 
When you are around 
Song of cuckoo | can hear 


With raw leafs strewn on the ground 


| take fragrance of flowers 

When you take a stroll 

Butterflies swing in creepers 

In joy on the grasses | fall down to roll 


| smile at the silver clouds 
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When you open the window 
To the deep ocean in your eyes 


A stream of love from me begins to flow 


| wave at the rising birds 
When your hair hangs loose 
Sitting in its shade | become a 


Poet with your memory playing as muse 
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Anil Kumar Panda (alias Tiku): He is from Brajrajnagar, 
Odisha, India, and resides there currently. He works as a 
mine surveyor in coal mines. He writes short stories and 
poems whenever he gets time. 


62 





CHORUS OF TIME 
Songs sung to while away time, 


waiting for seasons to turn. 


Moonlight dances to a mellow tune, 


as Stars tiptoe across a dynamic sky. 


Hours drift by, as the moment’s 


beauty transcends reality, 


lost in illusion spun from dreams. 
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There are moments, lost between 


time, hiding from sunlight. 


All that is left is an echo of some 
past. The answer to the question 


that | do not dare to ask. 


Earth turns again as it sings along 


to the seasons’ changing melody. 


Summer to fall, 


winter to spring, 


an eternal march of time 
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Ann Christine Tabaka: She has been nominated for the 
Pushcart Prize in Poetry, has been _ internationally 
published, and won poetry awards from numerous 
publications. She lives in Delaware, USA. She _ loves 
gardening and cooking. Chris lives with her husband and 
three cats. Her most recent credits are: Pomona Valley 
Review; Ariel Chart, Page & Spine, West Texas Literary 
Review, Oddball Magazine, The Paragon Journal, The Stray 
Branch, Trigger Fish Critical Review, Foliate Oak Review, 
Better Than Starbucks!, Anapest Journal, Mused, Apricity 
Magazine, The Write Launch, The Stray Branch, Scryptic 
Magazine, Ann Arbor Review, The McKinley Review. 


*(a complete list of publications is available upon request) 
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These days the poet in me 

Hangs delicately by a thread 

Held on one side by a Guru and a dear friend 
And the on other who could well be 

The Muse that keeps inspiring me 


With her incessant rain of wonderful poetry 


66 





Anurag Mathur: He is a trained bean counter, works for a 
financial services group and has spent almost two decades 
serving that industry. Whatever little time that has been 
spared from work or sleep or reflective meditation has — 
with quite a few well-meaning prods and nudges from 
friends — been devoted to occasionally tapping to the 
Muse’s dictats from time to time. 
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RISING ECONOMY SOMEWHERE, RECEDING HAPPINESS 
ALMOST EVERYWHERE 


World passing through 

a difficult phase 

It has now rising levels of intolerance 
Infringement of human rights 

and manifestations of rage, 

Nations continue to purge 

the toxins of hatred, 

envy, jealousy and aggression 

every day everywhere 


due to widespread cynicism, 
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escapism and disillusionment 

with governance 

and functioning of their institutions, 
Mankind today is more unhappy, 
more turbulent, more violent, 

more fundamentalist, more alienated 


than ever before. 


But people are manifestly 

happier in countries 

where personal freedom 

is guaranteed 

and democracy is secured, 

Regardless of their economic condition, 
citizens are happy 

in climate of peace, 

more so peace and harmony 


prevails in a nation 
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celebrating pluralism, 
practising tolerance and 
promotes goodwill among 


diverse communities. 


It is so disturbing and dubious 

that techno-economic system adopted 
to produce a democratic 

egalitarian world order 

has resulted in exploitative, 

extremely unequal 

and fragmented world 

so near rich economically 


SO poor in happiness. 
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Ashish K Pathak: | am a middle school teacher posted in 
munger district of Bihar province in India. My forte is 
sociopolitical writing with the use of simple words. 
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WINTER NIGHTS 
Winter nights are without dreams 


The night offered roses distilled from your blood 


Cold wind, rain and storm under my skin 


You want to come back through my veins 


Your passion strained my heart 


You play the anthem of salvation 
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In my heart beats where silences build 


Unspoken gently with care moved inside 


My dream anchored in your eyes 


Slowly winter sets in, passionately wipe the shadow 


Lilac blooms in broken temptations, deserted in tears 


You wake up and sinking into despair 
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Asoke Kumar Mitra: | am a poet residing in Kolkata, India. | 
am a retired journalist. | have contributed to various 
anthologies published in India and abroad. My poems are 
translated into Italian, French, Persian, Hebrew, Malay and 
Mandarin languages. 
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A CHRISTMAS POEM 

God said ‘Let there be light and there was light’ 

And the huge burning ball scorched the blue canopy 
In heaven, God played with the toy like a wanton child 


Day and night. The Angels He needed not as emissaries of 
light. 


He can bring His own light or mantle it with dusk after half 
a day. 


Cain's creatures on the ground allured by Beelzebub dream 
of kissing the sky 


Started worshipping Dis and became Master of darkness 
and demonology. 
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Chaos continued cobwebbing creatures till one great Son 
restored the Sun. 


Mortals felt the urge for light within and without. 
Prometheus prized fire by tricking Zeus. 


So the never-ending journey starts from darkness towards 
illumination, to wisdom, to - towards Infinity. 





Avik Kumar Maiti: He is a poet and writer from Midnapore. 
He is a permanent ESL teacher at Belda Gangadhar 
Academy, West Bengal. He likes to travel, explore the locale 
with cultures, to drink life to the lees', passion in humanity 
and drenched in literature. He believes that God is there 
and one day everything will be fine again. He believes in the 
flame eternal that is within us, which may cause a miracle 
with just a sympathetic touch. 
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HOMELESS. BALLAD FOR BEA MILES 1902-1973. 
(EXCERPTS) 


In Sydney, if your third eye is open enough, 
You see legions of ghosts flit about. 
Like the human homeless, they do it tough, 


And they too feel left out 


Bea Miles grows up in a lordly mansion, 
Grows up fast and wild, 
Like a wildflower bursting in the prim English garden 


Of her father, John William Miles 


77 


Ah, she's 12 — already she strikes! 
Strikes the elitists asunder. 
At Abbotsleigh school, in an essay, she writes: 


‘Gallipoli is a strategical blunder’ 


Bea is only just 16. 
A young boy is caught in the tide 
Off Palm Beach with its sharks unseen. 


Some say the boy will have died. 


But she ploughs through the water fearless of sharks, 
She plunges, she searches in vain 
Though the Lifeguards cry: It’s getting dark 


And somebody shouts: She’s insane 


For Bea, her father is cayenne pepper 


Flung in her eyes to tame her, 
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Will she - the target for a narcissist's temper - 


Wilt, and let him waste her? 


Bea gallivants in the fanciest mansions, 
Where the men wear the lily white shirt, 
Politicians, tycoons, barons, bankers - 


But she sees their under skin dirt 


Sees how they rob the country in silence, 
Whose people suspect little of it, 
Oh Bea is rage. Is beauty-with-wildness. 


Is wild against those who rob it 


She forges from her belly the iron of her bone; 
And, at The Domain, from a Speaker’s box, 
Tells the masses: You've been taken for a loan. 


Wake up and pull up your socks 
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Throw off the Englishman's sovereignty. 
Raise the Republican flag. 
End your prim virginity. 


Be free from the marriage trap 


Some folk avert their eyes from Bea, 
Some act stiff and half deaf? 
Others lend an ear admiringly, 


Loiterers catcall and jest 


Bea can be soft as a wildflower petal, 
But not for the crass or the cruel; 
She’s usually kind to the thoughtful, the gentle, 


But her rapier tongue stabs the fool 


In a year, she drops her Medical Course, 


At whose Faculty she rails, 
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And lets them know Hippocrates would enforce 


Better ethics in their males 


She enrols for English Literature, 
Saying: Why all this English guffe 
We have forged an Australian character, 


Yet you don't teach Australian stuff 


John William Miles uncoils to react 
And lily guild the Miles name, 
And fixes to have his daughter entrapped 


And dispatched to a cage for the insane 


Writers and artists spirit her out 
Of the Gladesville madhouse of shame. 
She's a busker now, and good and loud 


From memory Shakespeare declaims 
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Yes, some avert their eyes from Bea, 
Some act stiff and half deaf? 
Others lend an ear admiringly, 


And we? Shall we forget - 


That ghosts get stuck, when the human are inhuman, 
When ghost mouths, silent, shriek: 
‘Lift us, for God sake, out of our ruin 


Or at least let our story speak’ 


82 





Barry Pittard: | am a poet, lyricist and short story writer, 
living in the Hinterland of South East Queensland, Australia. 
lam a retired (refreshed!) teacher, and have also worked as 
an NGO among the socially marginalised. | have broadcast 
on social just and world music themes on community radio. 
In the theatre, | worked as an actor, director and writer. 
Presently, | am doing a personal dance sadhana, extensively 
using the superb music of Uma Mohan. 
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WHY? 

Why all this killing? 

Why all this hate? 

Why all this blood spilling? 

Why this heartless state? 

Why all this crime? 

Why all these tears? 

Why this shooting all the time? 

Why so much violence over the years? 


Why no remorse? 
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Why no care? 

Why from love divorced? 

Why all the differences out there? 

Why this greed? 

Why this corruption? 

Why this selfish seed? 

Why this prejudiced pollution? 

Why all these lies? 

Why all these empty promises? 

Why so much blood calling out to the skies? 


Why rivalry consistently our nemesis? 


Why please tell me Why? 
Why do we want to see another human being, die? 
Why please tell me Why? 
Why do we carry around feelings parched and dry? 


Why? 


85 





Bevan Boggenpoel: He was born in Salt Lake, Port 
Elizabeth, South Africa. He attended Soutpan Primary and 
matriculated at Westville Secondary School. Boggenpoel 
completed a Baccalaureate in Education at the Nelson 
Mandela Metropolitan University. He launched his debut 
Anthology 1 December 2016. The book was well received 
by the public and he sold 200 copies locally. He is also an 
author at a South African website known as Litnet 
(Literature Network in South Africa). His poetry is written in 
a South African context that covers different issues in daily 
life. In his writings he strives to tell a story or teach a lesson 
that will inspire and motivate. He is currently a teacher at 
Bethelsdorp Road Primary in the northern areas of Port 
Elizabeth. 
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THEIRS WAS SURREAL 
Theirs was surreal - 

a wand weaved from magic 
igniting love eternal 


whispered in a breeze; soft and enchanting. 


She held him close to her heart 


where he lived as her blood flowed with his heartbeat. 
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He clasped her fingers - 
tousled her hair and smiled 
a smile eternally hers to caress 


for divinity’s blessing. 


Theirs was surreal - 


a love sprinkled by stars and the moon’s glow. 


Sunshine lapped their kisses 
hungry with desire - 
light and laughter bathed in 


eyes soaked in soul’s window. 


Theirs was surreal - 


a forever embraced with bliss. 
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Bilkis Moola: She is an Educator who resides in Nelspruit, 
Mpumalanga Province. Her first published anthology, 
“Wounds and Wings: A Lyrical Salve Through Metaphor” 
was received throughout South Africa and launched her 
poetic persona. It evolved as an introspective quest for 
recovery from her personal narrative of an abusive 
marriage. Her poetry is a delicate negotiation of patriotism 
and ethnicity. Bilkis Moola navigates a pluralistic dialogue 
towards multiculturalism and transformational activism in 
post-apartheid South Africa as “A Sprightly Cultural Hybrid 
In Metamorphosis”. Her pen continues to sketch the 
flotsam in her mind from the passion in her heart on shreds 
of paper that bloom into poems. 
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LISTENING TO BIRD 
Flying through scales 


he did the impossible, stretching 


staccato sounds, 


stopping only to change direction. 
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He found places 


in his search for every note 


not imagined: 


leaving chromatic gravity, 


breaking confines, 


shooting up into infinity; 


then he rested, 


hanging on a single, random chord; 


bending branches 


of music (but never breaking them), 


lingering 


wherever he chose, staying 
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just long enough 


to make it his territory 


and his alone. 





Bill Cushing: Bill Cushing moved to California after earning 
his MFA from Goddard College. Besides writing, he teaches 
college English classes and facilitates a writing group (9 
Bridges). Honored as one the “Top Ten L. A. Poets of 2017,” 
he was also recently named one of “Ten Poets to Watch in 
2018.” 
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THE DESCENDING STARS 

To demolish the rivals in the field 
And reach the top is not so tough, 
Than to overcome the evil spirits 


Concealed in our innermost self. 


Wearing an illustrious career 
We may walking on the primrose path, 
But our fame will linger no more 


If we are misled by the diabolic power. 
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We know it, but still urged to play 
The game of mischief ourselves 
Foregoing love of million 

And we find ourselves helpless 


Remain gaping in the dark! 


We, the fighters, let come forward 
To conquer the Devil within us first 
To stop our downfalls 

And to conquer ourselves before 


We venture to conquer the world. 
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Bipul Chandra Das: | am residing in a village, Sualkuchi, of 
Assam, India. Being a poet, | like to read good poems. 
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LAFF 

They stand in circles 
track suits 

throw up their hands 
uniformly 

laugh 

no 

Say 

ha ha ha ha 

haha haha haha 
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this goes on for an hour 

they do this 

scare the crows, squirrels 

dogs run 

people jog faster 

then it ends 

with one 

low sounding 

haha haha haha 

people who did not laugh in their life 
did not allow others 

they are now making it up in the park 
outside the park 

people who watched them 

laugh more heartily. 

they call it laughter therapy 


ordinary people just laugh 
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Chandramohan Naidu: He is a retired bank employee, now 
a freelance writer and photographer based in Chennai, part 
of the poetry circle which meets first Wednesday of every 
month. He writes poems to be subsequently brought out 
into a collection. 
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PHARAOH REFLECTS 

Such awful people, only good for sheep. 

To call them slaves would be to insult slaves, 
It cost us dear to them in comfort keep 

At least their absence greater sorrow saves. 
Foreigners breeding like rats, and they smelt 
We tried to control the population 

It was no use their brats rushed out full pelt 
What could we do with that wretched nation? 
They asked to leave; we should have let them go 
Without a fuss, hindsight’s a darling thing 


Into the Red Sea’s jaws they did us tow, 
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Before then dirges for first-born made sing. 
That braggart Moses pulled some sorry tricks 
Frogs lice and blood-Nile...did he kill my son? 
Should | have let them go? Such politics 

Are hard for Pharaoh, but what’s done is done. 
| pray we hear no more of Israelites 


May Ra contain that plague from other’s sights. 





Christopher Villiers: | am freelance writer in the United 
Kingdom, with a Master’s degree in Theology, who writes 
about God, Love and the Universe, big things in little 
poems! You can see more of my poetry on my Facebook 


page. 
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THE CANDLE IN THE WIND 
This is the story 
Of a light 
Back when there were few 
Men on Earth 


Light and electricity industry 
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And Wo/Men 


Took great care of their candles. 


Using in their defense 
To face the mysteries of the night 
To place by the day 
At the foot of prints and imagery 
To help them 
Carrying their heavy load 


Of daily life. 


It happened, one day 
that a certain Zaguan 
He was a farmhand 
And worked by the herd 
For a gentleman from Requena de Campos 


In the Palencia’s province 
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He came to a covered place 
On a street or square 
Built on pillars 
Bringing a candle in his hand 
To walk or to get rid 


Of the Moon of the shadows 


When, suddenly, from somewhere 


An air came to him in movement 


Even if 
It was at rest 
That brought smelling as a trace 
Leaving the hunting pieces 


Or the bullet's gap 


In the bore of the firearm 
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It turned off the candle 


And it turned it off again 


When he tried to light it 
And that suddenly touching his nape 
As it usually does 
In the bone that dogs have 
Between the ears 
Said inside his mind: 
- To whomever goes out at night and watches the wind: 
Nothing is revealed 
At night all cats are brown 
And what is done at night 
In the morning seems 


Only a thought. 
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Daniel de Culla: He is a writer, poet, and photographer. He 
is also a member of the Spanish Writers Association, Earthly 
Writers International Caucus, Director of the Gallo Tricolor 
Review, and Robespierre Review. He’s moving between 
North Hollywood, Madrid and Burgos, Spain. 
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EMILY AS I’M ON THE HOOK 
It’s not quite 
as gothic as it sounds, 


but I’ve extended 


myself into the dark- 


ness for Emily 


in a way 


106 


that makes the wind 
feel like each lick 


will be followed 


by some real teeth. 
| don’t stand 


in any 


of Ohio’s fields 
anymore. I’m always 


resting in the creek 


bed, waiting for her 


absence to bring 


the water. 
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Darren C. Demaree: He is the author of five poetry 
collections, most recently ‘The Nineteen Steps Between Us’ 
(2016, After the Pause Press). He is the Managing Editor of 
the Best of the Net Anthology and Ovenbird Poetry. He is 
currently living in Columbus, Ohio with his wife and 
children. 
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RAGE 

This sort of thing happens again and again and again. 
Women and innocent children are raped and beheaded, 
a man who takes his dog for a walk is stabbed to death, 
a lady on honeymoon is gunned down, 


another is shot four times through a toilet door... 


It will happen again and again and again in the future. 


Fundamental to this sort of violence is a terrible anger 
inside the perpetrators; 


an infinite disrespect for themselves as well as for others; 
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a Savagery inside the brain and inside the spirit; an insanity; 
a predatory outlook that sees all others as prey... 


We are traumatised and terrorised and brutalised to a 
point of no return. 


As those we love are violated again and again and yet 
again, we become like ice and steel inside. Our souls 
assume the texture of razor wire. 


Something inside us dies, and we begin to become a little 
like those who had violated us so many times. 


We become cruel inside and our feelings die. 


We are slain and die in this beautiful country for whom so 
many have suffered and died as they fought to try and 
create a more civilised and more caring country. 


The culture of criminality and brutality is everywhere. Love 
is dying everywhere in South Africa. And all we can do is 
fortify ourselves, as so much of the justice system 
continues to be a repository of injustice and more Nkandlas 
get security upgrades... 
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Deena Padayachee: He is a South African Author and Poet, 
residing in Durban. He works as a primary care physician. 
His writing has been included in various international and 
South African anthologies including the Readers’ Digest’s 
BEST SOUTH AFRICAN SHORT STORIES. Three of his books 
have been published. The English academy of Southern 
Africa awarded the author the Olive Schreiner prize for 
prose; The Congress of South African Writers has awarded 
the doctor the Nadine Gordimer prize for prose. 
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PLASTIC LOVE 
What is the place of love in a relationship? 


You find it dwindling between play, display, foreplay and 
play again. 


And when things are a play, they are but surely planned. 
Planned to win. 

Planned to win with perfection. 

An achievement, submerged in the archives. 

Pages, not meant to be opened. 


Love was when little girls carried ragdolls filled with cotton. 
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The innocence of childhood seeking its recluse in the 
softness of those dolls, when their mothers would not get 
time to cuddle. 


Even dolls are of plastic nowadays. 


With removable and replaceable parts. 


We have indeed forgotten to love. 





Deepti Singh: | am a Doctor in Community Medicine in 
State Government service and writing and music is my 
passion. | love to experiment and explore, and my favorites 
in this regard are nature and human behavior. 
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NO MORE A NEW RAINBOW IN THE SKY 
The desire 

To paint a new rainbow in the sky 
Died long ago. 

The desire 

Passed away slowly but steadily 
Like a poisoned soul 

Whose lights were dimmed 
Gradually, a bit by bit. 

The day when the attic 

Where the memories gathered 


Were crushed and defiled. 
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The day when you glanced at me 
Blankly, without any emotion 
Your steely resolve 

To uproot the sacred tree 

Took precedence over the pain 
Of my suffering soul. 

The day when the spiralled stairway 
Was dismantled and shattered 
Breaking all the routes to the sky 
Your heartless eyes 

Stood looking at the debris 
Stunned me into a stone. 

Like a poisoned soul 

Whose lights were dimmed 
Gradually, a bit by bit 

The desire died 

Never to live again 


To paint a new rainbow in the sky. 
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Dipankar Sarkar: Poetry is my passion, but | do not write 
regularly. Sometimes, words just flow out of nowhere and 
completely inundate me, force me to live an experience of 
writing. That’s poetry for me. | work as the Chief Content 
Officer of iDreamCareer.com, India’s largest career 
counselling organisation. 
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(pic by 'The Artist known as Z-I-O-N') 


Born Astride the Grave — For some of us the subject of life 
and 

death is taboo maybe even too complex to occupy our 
limited 

human intelligence. Others would argue it might have 
something 

to do with our own spiritual negligence vehemently 
refusing even 

denying that as a human race we were created by a Godly 
being 

all seeing — We always demand to see a face a vision a 
Stirring a 
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revelation to dull our fiery questioning our inner feelings of 
hope 

or confirmation but really it all comes to pass when a loved 
one 

has passed from this earth erasing their earthbound past 
making 

us to pause think wonder question imagine — What if? 
Could it be? 

Why me? Yes, what surely can be agreed is that death 
darkens our 

belief perception even our very souls but from the day we 
are born 

we all march towards our graves leaving loved ones in 
limbo on arrival 

whilst believers cling to the image of that heavenly morning 
gathering. 


The Journey — Our arrival into this natural world marked by 
welcome 

cream screams announcing our presence in an alien world 
ravaged 

by maroon wars, invasion, captivity, insanity, crime and the 
wonder 

of nature as our lives commence with the guidance of 
parents to prepare 

us in how to become a part of this human race phase by 
phase. Our 

path is shared even though our differences leave some 
impaired 


118 


imprisoned persecuted starved and scared — Red our 
emotions 

dealing with lives lost. Black our rage for unanswered 
questions. 

Green our jealousy for the success and riches of others. 
White our 

spirituality even though we cannot see. Blue our inner calm 
from 

positive influences and the realisation of our promised 
immortality. 


The Dream — Do not mourn my sudden exit from this 
fleeting earth. 

Do not blame these horsemen of the end of days 
transporting me to my 

my eternal existence. Live’ righteously , forgive 
unconditionally even 

though you hate yourself for it. | am needed elsewhere — 
See you there... 
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Don Beukes: He is a bilingual South African British writer 
and the author of 'The Salamander Chronicles’ (Creative 
Talents Unleashed) and ‘Icarus Rising - Volume 1’ (Alien 
Buddha Press). His poetry has been anthologized in 
numerous collections and translated into Afrikaans, French, 
Farsi and Albanian. He was nominated for the Pushcart 
Poetry Prize in 2016 and the Best of the Net in 2017 by 
Roxana Nastase, editor of Scarlet Leaf Review for his trilogy 
'Esorfo Ygolirt/Trilogy of Rose’. His debut South African 
publication is due in August 2018 in a unique anthology 
with three prominent South African poets. 
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ALL HISTORY IS PROPHECY 


Blind men at dusk predict 


the next day will bring light. 


No past dies completely. 
its bone cements my wall, 
and its ash congregates 


in these porcelain dolls. 


All prophecy 


is history — 
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bounty or blight. 

All of our tomorrows 

are mysteries today. 

Yes, “the future looks bright” 
--there’s too much glare to see 
the soonest cloud bringing 


the silver and the stain. 


I’m in Hiroshima, just waiting for the plane. 
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Duane Vorhees: After teaching for the University of 
Maryland University College in Korea and Japan for 
decades, Duane Vorhees retired to Thailand before 
returning to his native Farmersville, Ohio, in the US. He is 
currently rehearsing for a local charity comedy and is the 
proprietor of duanespoetree.blogspot.com, a daily e-zine 
devoted to the creative arts. 
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ODORLESS ROSES 

Translated by Artur Komoter 

Between odorless roses, 

with an always silent friend, 

in the smell of the desert 

the Beduin goes. 

Under the umbrella of the sky 

is the other one. 

When the sun becomes a memory 
it drifts away. 


Close, yet distant 
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in the morning they find already 


the silent unity of gestures. 





Eliza Segiet: She graduated with a Master's Degree in 
Philosophy, completed postgraduate studies in Cultural 
Knowledge, Philosophy, Arts and Literature at Jagiellonian 
University, as well as Film and Television Production in 
Lodz. Her poem ‘Questions' was the Publication of the 
Month (August 2017) and the International Publication of 
the Year (2017) in Spillwords Press. Her works can be found 
in anthologies and literary magazines worldwide. 
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Skies of smoke, constellations of bling 


Where diamonds are love and love is a fling 


We live, we die on these wide pavements 


The constricted doorways can't take our clothes 


The cold hearts do not need warmth 


Clothes can be shed, gloves however is another matter 


We have never seen the insides of homes 


We have never seen the outsides either 
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We lie on ice dreaming of wilting flowers 


We have forgotten the taste of fire 





Gauri Dixit: A software professional from Pune (India), 
Gauri writes English poetry. Her poems have been featured 
in multiple Indian and international anthologies. She is a 
regular contributor to many poetry pages and e-zines of 
repute such as Destiny Poets UK, Duane's Poetree, Glomag, 
Kubili Cafe, Learning & Creativity, Mind Creative, Spillwords 
and Stanzaic Stylings. She recently won the ‘Reuel 
International Prize for the Most Promising Poet - 2018'. Her 
first poetry book ‘In my skin, | find freedom’ was recently 
released. She loves reading, photography and traveling. 
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ORCHID 

Be happy in your wilderness 
and bloom like an orchid 
Delicate and rare 

Pure and unpolished 

blooming in a deep silent forest 
Spread your fragrance softly 
Let never fade away 

your grace and elegance 


May not be suave but exquisite 
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May not be surrounded by admirers 
But always smiling in an artless way 
So if you want to be a flower 


Be an orchid and bloom where you are... 





Gayatree G. Lahon: Gayatree is a poet from the beautiful 
state of Assam. She is a teacher by profession. Writing 
poems is her passion. Nature is a great inspiration to her. 
Beauty and complexities of life and love also are found in 
her poems. Her poems have been published in various 
anthologies and magazines, both in India and foreign 
countries. 
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Once in their seats, 

They counted their luggage- 
Two suitcases, two bags, 
Two hardboard boxes 

And, | couldn’t believe this, 
Eight sacks, firmly tied! 
These days, 


Instead of trendy travel bags! 


“For my son and daughter, 
all separately packed and equally distributed,” 


He said, coughing. 
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They counted again 

All together fourteen pieces. 
They paid the porter 

And the train moved. 


The lady had already taken out their dinner. 


“Both of them love mangoes 
We have plenty and no one to eat. 
Coconuts are so expensive these days! 


| have two sacks, one for each.” 


| tried to guess the rest- 
May be, pickles, sweets, snacks... 
They even had tamarind, 


A special variety, 


Home-made goodies, 


So much! 
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“We are old, 
Who are we living for? 


) 


Just want to see the children happy.’ 


Soon they were fast asleep 
Their innocent faces shone 


In the dim- lit compartment. 


Next day, as the train halted, 

| saw them count again and again, 
Asking the porter to be careful. 
The son stood outside 

On the busy platform 

| heard him say, 

“So much luggage! 


Sacks?! Look at others...” 


132 


They were only happy to see him 
They had tears in their eyes 


Watching him bargain with the porter. 





Geeta Varma: She has been a teacher for thirty years and a 
Freelance journalist. She is now an Educational Consultant 
and writes for Deccan Herald. She enjoys working with 
children and has conducted many creative workshops. Her 
interests include music, reading, writing (poems and stories 
for children) and travelling. 
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MAKEOVER 
Night squeezes itself out through lightless tunnels, 


Pure white, blanching the eyes and teeth to smile, in 
vacuum funnels, 


Exfoliating moments the mind imagined was gargantuan, 


Patting itself smoothening undulations projecting itself 
even, 


A stage where all souls play like heroes in spotlights of 
game, 


Till a curtain falls to shut light out obliterating a name, 
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Night is a toothpaste that changes its colour, 


To leave a clean slate of the mind ever in a stupor, 


Effacing blemishes that surfaced on the moon, 
Each time it says a word out of time way too soon, 
Night is a detergent that washes stains of impulses, 


Hardly knowing how it tossed and turned and how in 
slumber it convulses, 


Its epilepsy of mood swings rising and falling with the tides, 
Oh the perfumes it carries camouflaging errors it hides, 


Night is that blanket covering up wrinkles emerging ina 
makeover, 


Waking to a bright star hardly aware that so many more 
stars hover! 


Night is a green room buffing up lassitude with mint, 


Blink of an eye renewing life not giving a hint, 
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Stretching lax muscles of time that swung too long in an 
easy chair, 


In a web of conscious subconsciousness trapped in a lair. 
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Geethanjali Dilip: | am a poet residing in Salem, India. | 
work as French Teacher. | have contributed to various 
anthologies. | have also published two poetry anthologies. | 
am the recipient of the Reuel International Poetry Award 
2017. 
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CONVERSATION 

there is a word 

in the corner of your lips 
unspoken - 

a conversation 

that moves along 

lighter veins - 

surprising 

a tenderness here 
shocking 


an awareness there 
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slowly moving 

into depths unknown - 
terrains 

never explored 
frightening in intensity 
yet beckoning 

in one hypnotic gaze 
that draws out the soul 
deeper and deeper 
and deeper... 


till all is said. 
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Glory Sasikala: She is a poet and writer currently residing in 
Chennai, Tamilnadu, India. She is the Editor and Publisher 
of the Monthly Online Prose and Poetry magazine, 
‘GloMag’ and is the administrator of the group of the same 
name on Facebook. 
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COME DANCE WITH ME 

the evening’s tempo swings like a pendulum 
Come dance with me, come sway with me 
the music’s hot and steamy 

the man on the saxophone 

swaggers like a dandy 

who’s had too much wine 

listen to the guy on the trombone 

filling the night with his music 

breathing life into the ambience of the night 


the lights are dim take my hand 
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it’s just you and | on the dance floor 
while the rhythm beats 

with the pulse of our hearts 
press your body close to mine 
feel the tempo rise 

while we romance each other 
in the night’s embrace 

under the solitary starry skies 
romance is in the air 

and love is everywhere 
passions surge and flow 
while the band plays 


our favourite love songs 


come dance with me, come sway with me 
before the night says good bye 
and the band leaves the stage 


stay in my arms and press your body 
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close to mine as we dance cheek to cheek 
With your arms around the one you love 
Feel the beat sweet and slow 

under the neon glow 


we got our names in lights 


feel the mood on the dance floor 

like heat from a furnace the fervour is rising 
and the dark midnight stars reflect 

like wild diamonds in your eyes 

tonight we make love on the dance floor 
just you and i with the stars and the moon 
and heavenly music ablaze like fire 

a heat wave sweeps the night 


and incinerates passions like a ball of fire . 
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Gonapragasen Naicker Aka Danny: He is an Indian born, 
and brought up in South Africa. He has been fascinated by, 
and writing poetry since his early boyhood. He has 
performed his poetry at various forums, including the 
Poetry Africa Festival, the Mauritian Writers’ Association, 
and Glorioustimes, India. He is the Convenor of the Live 
Poets Society, Durban, South Africa. 
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COLOURS, NOT FOR ME 
Around me 

Many colours flee, 
Among the density 

| stand as a faded hue 
An odd one which never 
Suit the lore, a migrant, 


A Friend of grey colour 
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| searched for colours 
To paint your life along 
With mine. 

Your grey sky 

Which will never rain 
Again 

The dried land seeking 
A cool current of 

Fresh air 

The flawless ebbs 

Of your seas. 

All suppressed in one twist of my brush, 


How can | picture you!! 


Your eyes 
Slumbering like a stream 
Covered under the golden 


Moonlit blanket, 
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And they come 

In my dreams 

And mystified my 
Desires to blend you 


On to my faded colours 


Confine me 

With your eyes, till 

The hardened silence 
Along with your words weight 
Halt my heartbeats 

Upon my canvas 

And smeared blood 

Will mould a monumental 
Mixture of true love 

Be laid upon your feet 

As a red rose reared 


Only to pluck proudly 
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To peril after use 
When each petal poorly 
Bears the grey texture 


Of old age and time 


Dear poem, Time will 
Serve you, a silence 
In a plate of golden memories, 


Count me then. 
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Haneefa C.A.: | would like to be a poet. | work as an English 
Teacher (HSST) Government Higher Secondary School, 
Kattilangadi, Tanur, Malappuram, Kerala, India. | have not 
published my poems till the date, but post them in my FB 
account. 
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BIRDS OF NEW AGE 
Above the nets of lightning Oh! Birds of new age, 
Rise and rise and find a new shelter, 


Fly beyond the veils lies eviternal universe. 


You were never supposed to be fettered 


Then why chopping off your wings. 
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Yes, you will hear voices of your loved ones 
Being shunned, neglected even squashed 
But it's only to demean your flight, 

You are the falcon that dwells above clouds, 


Your abode lies on the peaks of mountains. 


Vehement storms, hurricanes will try to create obstacles 
But with your strong wings do break its silhouette! 
Beyond these tempests lies crystalline universe 


A life reflecting light, a blissful sight. 


Let your love for the heavens rise high 

Or go and see the deprived position on this earth 

Even the lion hearted are entangled in the nets of love, 
Let yourself fly free above the earthly things 


In the lap of divinity lies the eviternal ecstasy 
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Imran Yousuf: He is a Poet/Writer/Columnist from Kashmir, 
India. Currently working as Columnist and Journalist, he has 
contributed his poems to various magazines, journals and 
international anthologies. He has also written a series of 
articles about the great Poets of the Kashmir Valley 
(starting from 14th century) that were published in various 
newspapers and magazines and now being compiled into a 
book, expected to be launched soon. 
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METAMORPHOSIS 

Larvae to insect, 

Tadpole to frog, 

Caterpillar to butterfly- 
Metamorphosis, Transformation- 
Immature to mature, 

One form to another, 

Basic level to advanced level- 


Is intrinsic in nature. 
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So are humans- 

No escape from metamorphosis. 
Mostly one prefers comfort zone- 
Change, transition to next level 

Is not welcome - is resisted. Your 
Resistance leads to pressures, tensions. 
Growth, transformation is affected. 
Metamorphosis becomes incomplete- 


Undeveloped, semi-developed stage. 


Not only physically, 
One also has to transform 


Mentally, Emotionally, and spiritually. 


Just like old skin is shed, 
To give way to new- 
We should shed negative 


Thoughts, feelings, emotions, 
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To give way to positive 
Thoughts, feelings, emotions- 


And evolve into a transformed, 


Better, holistic Human being. 





Jagadish Prasad: | am _ writer residing in Chennai, 
Tamilnadu, India. | am an HR-= and Media 
consultant/Resource Person and also a partner in an 
HR/Talent Resources consultancy company. | have 
contributed poems to the annual magazine of Chennai 
poets circle, Chennai. | have also contributed prose and 
poetry to the in-house magazine of IOB (lobian). 
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WINTER 

My mother does not 

kiss me at all 

but when winter falls 

and | open the 

suitcase of warm clothes 

| find that she has kept 

my favorite mulberry sweater 


among dried red chillies 
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and the sleeves 
of my raspberry sweatshirt 


hides mimosa leaves... 


My father does not 

hug me at all 

but when winter falls 

he buys me books 

to read while we drink 

lemon tea, and ponderously think 
whether the old winter clothes 
still fit me, or have grown 


a size too small. 
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Jagari Mukherjee: She is a poet and writer from Kolkata, 
India. She has an MA in English Literature from University 
of Pune, and was awarded a gold medal and several prizes 
by the University for excelling in her discipline. Her writings, 
both poetry and prose, have appeared in several 
newspapers, magazines, journals, anthologies, and blogs. 
Her first book, a collection of poems entitled Blue Rose, 
was published in May 2017 by Bhashalipi. She is a DAAD 
scholar (2005), Best of the Net 2018 nominee, a Bear River 
2018 alumna, and the winner of the Rabindranath Tagore 
Literary Prize 2018 for book review. Jagari is the Resident 
Editor of Poetry & Poets. 
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JUST BEING GRATEFUL! 

It's when you find the golden one 

Shining deep amongst those multi- colored 
Though this one never loses its shine 


Neither changes its color 
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For the sake of being alive and 


Disseminating its peaceful Aurora, 


I'll just say it's the best and perfect 
Whilst being so imperfect in its own mind 
Though | don't possess any doubts 

About the beauty and the confidence, 

To transcend the bedlam of peace 

She is always there 

It is ‘She’ 

Who has always been there 

Being the only constant 

Facing all the humdrum of life 

All ups and downs 

Leaps and bounds 

| could just find this sunshine 

The power of the sun, the moon and the stars 


Reside in her 


159 


Using astrological assertion? 

Nah, | was 

Just being grateful! 

(Thanks for always being there 

And, please never leave me, 

Won't be able to imagine my life without you, 


You are an indispensable part.) 





Jayant Singhal: | am a writer residing in Delhi, India. | am an 
Economics student. | have contributed to various 
anthologies. | am currently holding the position of Joint 
Secretary of my department. 
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FALLEN FLOWER 
The rain is so cold 
as it beats upon me 


and tightens up its stranglehold. 


As my pedals die 


leaving only sighs 
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my roots once in the ground 


now I'm left with lies. 


My colors won't shine again 
wilted roots are now left broken 
all the way up to my stem 
nothing to defend 

| should have stayed grounded 
but I'm here instead 

can't go back so unforgiving 

my colors won't shine again 


the way they used to do. 


| cannot pretend 


a fallen flower 


off the deep end. 
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From my roots, | die 
alone and out of mind 
left to burn up in the sun 


lam out of time. 


My colors won't shine again 
wilted roots are now left broken 
all the way up to my stem 
nothing to defend 

| should have stayed grounded 
but in here instead 

can't go back so unforgiving 

my colors won't shine again 


the way they used to do. 


(Used To Do) 
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| lay here on the ground 

roots are wilted without a sound 
this is the price that | pay 

| have no voice to scream 

what | need to say 

| could have shined so brightly today 
but now all that is ripped away 


I've paid!!! 


My colors won't shine again 
wilted roots are now left broken 
all the way up to my stem 
nothing to defend 

| should have stayed grounded 
but I'm here instead 

can't go back so unforgiving 

my colors won't shine again 


the way they used to do. 
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(Used To Do) 


(used to do) 


(used to do) 


Fallen flower cries...so blue 
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Jeffrey Oliver: | am a poet/lyricist, currently living in 
upstate New York. | have been writing for 20 years, | write 
my heart, soul and emotions and will never give up on this 
crazy dream of mine. | have been told that | have a 
captivating style when my work is registered in the minds 
of many. | am also a family man, | have a wonderful wife, 
who is my inspiration, as well as 7 beautiful children. 
Welcome to my mind. 
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TO MICHAEL 

In this city with seven million shouts, 
cars honking, helicopters circling, 
trains rumbling by. In that rush of day 
as the sun pours down, we escape 


to the beach, to our ocean. 


| brought you three sea oats. 


You gave me fields of wild flowers, 


amid coffee cups, five hour talks. 
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To Michael flying, Michael riding... 
Michael who haunts the streets 
of New York, who lies awake 

all night in Boston. To Michael 
who sees with the third eye. 


| gave you my love. 


In this city with seven million shouts, 
cars honking, helicopters circling, 
trains rumbling by. In that rush of day 
as the sun pours down, we escape 


to the beach, to our ocean. 
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Joan McNerney: Her poetry has been included in numerous 
literary magazines such as Seven Circle Press, Dinner with 
the Muse. Her latest title is ‘Having Lunch With The Sky’ 
and she has four e-books. She has been nominated four 
times for Best of the Net. 
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https://fineartamerica.com/featured/turtle-chasing-minnows-erin- 
mcnutt.html 


LOOKING OUTSIDE WITHOUT YOU 
minnows in air. blue course and shapes 
tapping. trinket's ribbon is still holding 


and | think everyone is clear — underneath - a rock. 


What is doing this afternoon, isn't it all *sample? 


A refresher, each to one's paling zenith. 


How unknown, and trusted this feathered day. 
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| know no one. 
we all think it escaped down 


the cape and smell of a haircut. 


How is dire with all that clipping, 


and pin-drop rest? 


It could fill the world, 


Please. 


-- My shoulders are fire burnt down from the paper... 


in the easels, gleam and robust row, 


and now | die a little further, knowing. 
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Joseph Elenbaas: | am a Christian writer, living in West 
Michigan. 
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CHRISTMAS AND MISTLETOE 

Looking at the Christmas tree 

the jovial songs echo in my mind. 
Bing Crosby sings White Christmas, 
smells of seasons, past and present. 
Remembrance permeates the senses 
globes of glass and colorful orbs hang 
as lights twinkle all around the house. 
They move ever so mesmerizing and 


reflect tinsel in bright chasing strings 
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hypnotizing the eyes within the display.. 
Packages both large and small wrapped 

in a plethora of lovely designs and are 
adorned with colored ribbons and bows. 
Children run around the tree reading 
names off labels, "it's mine, and the best" 
Julie shouts as all are checked but Tommy 
exclaims, "Santa will bring the rest!" 

We smile toasting the love of Christmas. 
The candles in each window are lit with 

red bulbs, like neighbor, Mrs Harts lipstick. 
She follows me about trying to catch 

me under the mistletoe, but | move swiftly, 
like Santa's reindeer, and for another year 
she's thwarted from her alluring tricky plot. 
As we get ready to be seated at the table 

| help my Mom and sisters with their chairs. 


Mrs. Hart then waves, and me being macho 
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| step over to the back of her chair, she just 
smiles, looks up, and there hangs mistletoe. 


| relive that Christmas memory like it was 


yesterday. It brings a warm smile to my face. 


A remembrance of a snowy Christmas Eve! 





Ken Allan Dronsfield: | am a Poet and reside in Seminole 
USA. | am disabled and write full-time. | have contributed 
and have been a co-editor for various anthologies. | have 
two published poetry collections. 
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DINING TABLE WITH THE HEALING TOUCH 





TO A FRIEND 


I'm devastated by the character assassination being 
indulged in by some of your fb enemies, who have been 
spreading baseless and uncharitable rumours that you have 
become a teetotaller. | have even heard some of them 
saying that you've given up all carnal and material 
pleasures and turned completely spiritual, having decided 
to serve only god hereafter. | have therefore got you a 
custom made dining table at which you will seat those 
spreading these canards on the opposite side so that you 
will see them behind bars, thereby improving your drinking 
pleasure and appetite. Cheers and bon appetit. 
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Kerala Varma: He hails from Chirakkal (Kannur). He is a 
former Deputy General Manager of State Bank of India and 
lives in Chennai with his wife Chitra. He is an amateur 
writer, who believes in ‘simple living, simple thinking,’ 
welcoming enrichers of life like love, humour, long walk, 
the river, sea, mountain, books, music and Internet and 
avoiding complicaters of life like greed, anger, ambition, 
sentimentalism, sexism, god, rituals, religion and 
superstitions. 
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MISS FORGETFUL 

a Kiran Zehra Komail Poem 

lam Miss Forgetful, delighted by that thought 

No pretext, when | don’t remember, | just purely forgot. 
There is a thought that knocks my mind 

And within seconds becomes forgotten... 

Forgotten, have |? 

Or has it clouded my mind’s sky? 

It wasn’t as though | wished to forget 

Not remember names and then regret. 


Maybe you never made a mark 
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Simply slipped away into the dark. 

And the dark is a good place in my mind 

| wonder if | scour what'd be my find? 

A story | did not write? for the fear of the world 
A truth | never told? For the fear of what'd hurl. 
A friend | lost? Perhaps for good. 

A promise? That never stood. 

A curse? | wish I'd casted. 

A secret? | kept to keep us lasted. 

Ah, you may also find, 

Hate and anger | could never define. 

Some odd faces that made me sad 

Don’t remind me. They make me mad. 

In the dark some good exists 

Perhaps it guards the worst. 

It’s all not forgotten and all not lost 

Food, faces, and feeling that | decided to frost. 


| remember you and all the bad, 
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But the forgetting keeps me glad. 

If you are forgiven then you are forgotten, 
Otherwise I'd have thoughts all rotten. 

This heart of mine needs no hate 

Hustling and bustling | wish to create. 

lam Miss Forgetful and delighted by that thought 


No pretext, when | don’t remember, | just purely forgot. 
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Kiran Zehra Komail: She is a poet living in Chennai, 
Tamilnadu, India. She works for Rotary News as the Sub 
Editor of the English and Hindi magazine. Travel, gourmet 
and people to her are intriguing. Her poems and sketches 
are her theorem — simple yet deep and humble. 
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CHRISTIAN / BELIEVER 

Some look at you knowing you're a Christian 
And think it's cheesy 

Me being one can tell you 


Many times it ain't easy 


Storms can hit you 
To the curve 
That makes you feel 


As if you've stretched a nerve 
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People hurt you 
Intentionally 
And show no remorse 


By doing it continually 


Their words cuts you 
Like a dagger 
That causes you to lose strength 


And makes you stagger 


You know you can't act the way they do 
Even if their actions hit you hard 
But you choose to continue in love 


And guard your heart 


Circumstances can cause you 


To shed a tear 
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And when things are worsening 


You get filled with fear 


But God gives you strength 
To deal with the lion and bear 
So when the giant comes along 


He is also near 


In His Name 
The giant will be slain 
And forever 


Jesus Christ will reign 
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Leroy Abrahams: Leroy is a poet who lives in South Africa, 
Port Elizabeth, Helenvale. He is currently working for the 
church, Victory Ministries International and also volunteers 
and enjoys hospital visits because there he prays for the 
sick and encourages them. Most of his poems are 
autobiographical and serve as a warning to the young and 
Christians who are facing tough times. Verse en Inspirasie is 
his first anthology. 
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EXIT 4 

At Exit 4, 

| sensed something beyond 

the edge of lush field and farmland. 
He stood in boots 

and denim jeans 

wearing a short of woven flannel plaid 


that draped fine. 


A rangy scarecrow 


with golden hair 
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and the face of a god, 


at ease with his fate. 


The harvest lay, 
full upon the land, 
as a consequence 


of fruitful and energetic growth. 


Later, as the sun dipped low, 

his features dimmed 

until he was not there at all. 

But, | learned from him 

the most beautiful things are not seen 


but felt when | dream. 
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Linda Imbler: She is a Kansas-based Pushcart Prize and Best 
of the Net Nominee. Linda’s poetry and a listing of 
publications can be found at 
lindaspoetryblog.blogspot.com. When not writing, Linda is 
an avid reader, classical guitar player, and a practitioner of 
both Yoga and Tai Chi. In, addition, she helps her husband, 
a Luthier, build acoustic guitars. Linda enjoys her 200-gallon 
saltwater reef tank wherein resides her almost 19-year-old 
yellow tang. A retired teacher, who began writing in 
earnest in January, 2015, Linda believes that poetry truly 
adds to the beauty of the world. Much of this beauty she 
feels can be found in the night sky and, on warm nights, her 
telescope serves as inspiration for this belief. 
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THE REVIVAL 

| wiped the dust from the meniscus 

The earth around looked beautiful as such 
The rain added gloss to the lush green bush, 
The trickling droplets from my dry roof 

Is invigorating the fresh leaflets in my hedge 
The dampened wings of mine 

Revive and rejoice 


Dance and sing verses 
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| leap now miles without break 
Without staggering 
Without stammering 
Facing the wind 

Sailing in the ebb 
Crossing the fire 

With the silent rage 
Horizon explores 
Criticism deplores 

| move on and on to run, 
Among the meadows 
Among the shadows 
Counting fingertips 
Tapping my footprints 


Boldly. 
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Lopamudra Mishra: She is a native of Puri, now residing in 
Bhubaneswar Orissa. Her fascination for writing comes 
from her grandfather and her father from an early age. 
Writing for her is the powerful medium of expression. Her 
poems have been published in many magazines and 
anthologies. Her first book ‘Rhyme Of Rain’ was published 
in March 2017, her second book ‘First Rain’ in August 2017, 
and her third book ‘Tingling Parables’ in May 2018. 
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TEARS 

Tears! why art thou flowing? 

Why art thou reflecting the deep bonds shared? 
That which is embedded and ingrained 

Eyes swelling up indigenously, time to time. 

The pain; that the heart feels 

etched deep down 

Pulsating 

the ethos 

Heartbeats felt in duality. 


That which, 


gy 


were obscured long before. 
The silent plea of soul. 
Inexpressible 

Follows this path. 

To showcase the memento. 
Forever 

Together 

Holding hands. 

Ethereal feelings 

Keeps coming back. 

In form of this 

precious pearls. 

That which are stuck 

in heart and soul. 


Telling a story of unforgettable tale. 
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Madhu Jaiswal: She is a bilingual poet born and based in 
Kolkata. Writing is a passion for this homemaker. Her write- 
ups are published in various national and international 
anthologies and e-zines. 
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TWO WATERY EYES 

You hide in the chambers of my heart, 
Hiding yourself from the world, 
With some secrets stashed away 

In that love-filled heart of yours, 
While | drink in from 

An ocean full of emotions, 

Ebrious and excited, 

Trying to untie those ‘secret’ knots, 
As your breath occupies every inch 
Of my dream house, 


Your heady fragrance floats around, 
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Blending with my dreams, 
Livening them up, 

Though | never saw you 

Come out of your hiding 

And infuse my crazy veins 
With your passions, 

The heart at times 

Beats with a sigh, 

A sigh that your heart emits, 
Bemoaning a sad past, 

Still when those sad, 

Light brown, gentle eyes 

Look up into my eyes and smile, 
Why do | see a thousand ships, 
Laden with glittering nights 
And colourful dreams, 


In those two watery eyes of yours! ! 
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Madhumita Bhattacharjee Nayyar: She is a bilingual writer 
(writing both in Hindi and English). A poetess, blogger, life- 
skills counsellor, healer, she is also a social commentator 
and works with women and children. She is the author of 
‘THE NIGHT JASMINE AND OTHER LOVE POEMS’. She is the 
winner of ICON OF THE YEAR-LIFESKILLS COUNSELLOR 
2015-2016, CREATIVE WRITER OF THE YEAR 2016, and 
Indian Women Achievers Award 2016 for Creative Writing. 
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EXIT BAG 
(i) 


Buy an exit bag over the counter. 


| 
(Inflate): I'm sure she loathed, 
the sagging of her breasts 
and stretching of her belly, 
he must have tolerated all 
the obvious, sympathy and 


damnation; for having me, 
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begrudgingly posing as 
courageous, as ideal, as 
kind hearted for allowing my 
birth. 
lI 

(Wear): | have been contemplating 
this for ten years now. | 
have been courageous for 
too long. Nobody hangs on 
like | do. Dark hours are less 
in number, they pass away 
too fast. | have to rush in 
huge gallons of Helium 
before day break. I'm 
scared of Nitrogen, it might 
blow up my face, leaving me 


maimed and blind; only to 
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wait for death to arrive a 
its own pace. 
III 
(Fasten): This last minute panic and 
frustration never leaves 
me. I've lived through this 
always, there's just no 
relief! 
(ii) 


Buy an exit bag over the counter. 


IV 
(Inhale): The most toxic feeling ever 
is an endless longing for 
that which you cannot 
have, the unwillingness to 
accept insufficiency, the 


incapacity to fight what is 
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offensive to the mind and 
refuse what is poison to the 
heart. 


(V) 


(Breath): Breathing is not merely an 


(Sigh): 


obvious biological function 
of the body, it is 
a feed for the soul, an 
enhancement of self, a 
grant of irrevocable free 
will, a favorable ecology for 
experiment, inquisitiveness, 
questioning and protest. In 
the absence of one, | 
retire to plastic. 

(VI) 
A sigh carries a saga of 


prolonged endurance, of 
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helpless inaction; also a 
route to resign from the 
drama of mouths and tears; 
surrounding an already 
wrestling soul. Let it escape 
through your lips; a 
minimalistic act. 

(iii) 


Buy an exit bag over the counter 


(VII) 

(Exhale): They said | never earned 
this breath. It came as 
mercy, as loan. The air 
that was spared; came 
after absolving from; 
sins | never know of 


committing. | am always 
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under favour, in debt. 
Hence, | render, | return, 

| send it back from where 
it came. Dislodge the 
burden on my chest, my 
shoulders; unload the 
weight of my feet, deprive 
my blood of its iron, and | 


hope that compensates. 


Buy an exit bag over the counter. 
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Mahitha Kasireddi: She is from Hyderabad, India. She had 
been a writer with the online magazine Youth Ki Awaaz. 
She is a former content director at Campus Diaries. Her 
poems have been published in literary journals such as 
GloMag, The Ink Drift Magazine, Unbound Emagazine and 
the Telegram Magazine by the Talking Books, Delhi and in 
The New Indian Express. She is the writing finalist of the 
Campus Diaries 25 Under 25 2016 National Contest. She's 
certified by the University of lowa for completing the 
International Writing Program MOOC on how writers write 
fiction 2016: Storied Women. Her poems are also to be 
published in an anthology by Author Press India called 
Women Poetess: Within and Beyond Shore. 


204 





UNDECIPHERED 

This lake in the middle 
of town, surrounded 
by date palm, deodar, 
bamboo, maple, once 
spoke a language. 

We heard emptying 


our vessels. 


Neither the heat nor 


the snow, marked a 
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decline then. 
In our faiths, or in its 
waters that pushed 


us alongside banks. 


Branching on moments, 
we listened to her murmurs 
flared by the fire of 


a strange obstinacy. 


The lake is quiet now, 


her tongue blistered with 


signs of a lost language. 


As are her lips stapled by 


scripts "undeciphered". 
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Manisha Manhas: She is a rebel. She is an English teacher 
with Punjab education department and moonlights as a 
poet. Her poems mostly revolve around the theme of 
"partition and migration" of 1947. Her poems have 
previously been published in various journals. For her, 
poetry is her life-force quite similar to blood flowing in her 
veins. 
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THROUGH THE WINDOW 

City New, faces fresh, 

Abode, with bed and few chairs! 
Populace bestirs, bustling in haste, 
Scurrying away, no time to waste! 
Through the window | heard her sing, 
Melody filled my empty room! 
Curious wondering eyes, 

Glimpsed the alabaster white hand! 
Dark hair, contrasting skin, 


must be cooking for her kin! 
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Oh now, she writes, must be a song, 
Soon, I'll hear in voice mellifluous! 
Nostrils tingled, magic she cooks, 

The voice, the aroma in trance am hooked! 
Is it a lover, spouse or friend, 

Engulfed, she stood holding hands! 
Wishing to swap places, 

| Bore the envious prangs! 

Life uneventful, now filled in shades, 
From her book, | borrowed some pages! 
Day shines with her laughter, 

Is dull and damp, as she cries! 

Time passed, accustomed | became, 
Her life goes on, spectator | am! 

Don't judge me, am no peeping Tom, 

In her, solace | find, my soothing balm! 
Through the window | live her life, 


An unknown parasite! 
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Mansi Sharma: She is a passionate writer, who sowed 
seeds and watered the plants of writing while basking in 
the warmth of motherhood! A former Officer in a govt. 
Organizational with a degree in Management and a literary 
heart, is now taking baby steps just like her baby, towards 
writing! 
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HONEST COPS 


| grew up listening to the real flesh and blood underworld 
in Baroda and Ahmedabad, since Dad was a highly 
respected cop. | could write a book of short stories on him. 
The Guj. state Police had to turn to him on three occasions 
when the most dreaded dacoit Bhupat had been on a 
rampage of looting and feudal vendettas in most of 
Saurashtra. He used to shoot the cops sent as messengers 
to negotiate with him. His terror in 1950s when | was a 
mere kid was equal to Veerappan's. He finally agreed to 
meet Dad because he was famed as the most upright Police 
Officer and he came from the Babi clan that ruled Junagarh 
for 600 years... he not only met him without arms or 
accomplices, but he bowed low and saluted a royal family 
representative. Unfortunately the negotiations failed and 
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one cold night he escaped into Pakistan and lived there till 
his death some years later. 


Dad never told me his exploits that took months sometimes 
on foot since the lion-infested Sasan-Gir forest was 
impossible to cross even in 4-wheeled Jeeps and Land 
Rovers. But | guessed a lot, pretty accurately. Many stories 
were told later by his friends and admirers. Once | sat 
eating humble food in Rajesh Canteen, a very down-at-heel 
sort of eatery in Gorwa industrial estate, during my first 
serious job in industry. | observed the pleasant Mr. Kaushik 
Patel, as the owner-manager, always smiling to himself and 
often paying back more change to customer, more than 
necesssary. It turned out he was a hopeless alcoholic as 
many of his community in Baroda are. Gone cases. 


After six months on an impulse | made small talk with him. 
He wanted to know if | was in any remote way related to 
Y.S.Babi. | said | was his son. He got up and shook my 
hands, with both his hands and his eyes turned moist. 


" What an upright police officer!" He exclaimed and told me 
a story. It seems during the 1956 riots when Gujarat was 
torn away from the erstwhile Bombay state, Ahmedbad 
was one helluva place to be in. He happened to be there, 
and in some notorious locality, he saw one police officer 
with a revolver in his hands, holding off a crowd of no less 
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than 5000 person hell bent on destruction. Not a single 
person dared to cross the imaginary line that the cop held 
onto for dear life till a bus carrying more cops came. 
Kaushikbhai asked some of the excited watchers who the 
police officer as. It was the famous Mr. Y.S. Babi. He wept, 
my new friend Kaushik Patel wept like a baby remembering 
the heroism of honest cops who became rarer and rarer 


later. 





Late Mushtaque Ali Khan Babi AKA Max Babi: Max was a 
multilingual writer, poet who liked a wide variety of 
formats — whose life was full of oxymoronic shades, a 
polymath who went from being a specialist to a generalist 
to a versatilist. Mentoring by being a catalyst enthralled 
him, he wrote on serendipity and intuition, conducted 
workshops on a range of subjects and topics. He was a very 
friendly Santa Claus. 
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CANADIAN SEASONS 

EXILED POET 

Walking across the seasons in exile 

in worn out house slippers, summer in Alberta prairies- 


snowshoes, cross-country skiing winter in Edmonton, 
Alberta. 


I'm man captured in Canadian wilderness, North 
Saskatchewan River. 


| embrace winters of this north call them mercy killers. 


Exiled now 10 years here | turn rain into thunder, 
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days into loneliness, recuperate loss relationships into 
memories. 


I'm warrior of the trade of isolation, crucifier of seasons 
hang torment on their limbs. 


Ever changing words shifting pain to palette fall colors and 
art. 


I'm tiring of Gestalt therapy, being In and Out the Garbage 
Pail. 


I'm no longer an Aristotelian philosopher seeking catharsis. 


My Jesus is in a vodka bottle soaked with lime, lemon juice 
and disco dancing. 


Pardon amnesty I'm heading south beneath border back to 
USA- 


to revise the old poems and the new, create the last 
anthology, 


open then close the last chapter, 
collected works before the big black box. 


I'm no longer peripatetic, seasons past. 
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Michael Lee Johnson: He is a Canadian and USA citizen. 
Today he is a poet, editor, publisher, freelance writer, 
amateur photographer, small business owner in Itasca, 
Illinois. He has been published in various anthologies. He is 
the author of two books, and several chapbooks. He also 
has over 134 poetry videos on YouTube as of 2015: He was 
nominated for 2 Pushcart Prize awards for poetry 2015 & 
Best of the Net 2016. 
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PICKLE 

Our love is like that good old jar of pickle 

We keep it like a cherished possession, 

A bit of it can send shooting down 

Our system a flurry of sensations varied, 

Hot, fiery, pungent, sweet, lemony, orangy, juicy, 
And we keep yearning for more knowing too much 
Of that can make our tongues insensitive to taste, 


And a little cannot we leave as our only savoured thing. 
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Our love is like that good old jar of pickle 


And we keep it nice by placing that jar under warm sun. 





Moinak Dutta: | am a poet/novelist residing in Kolkata, 
India. | work as teacher. | have contributed to various 
anthologies. | have also published two novels. 
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CHRISTMAS POEM 


The sights, sounds, scents and spirit of the season 


The cold sends a shiver down the spine 


Carols keep on playing in the mind. 


The bedecked fir tree stands guard in the hall 


Waiting for Santa to make a house call. 
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The magical sleigh lands on the roof 


And there are no stompy sounds from any of the 32 
hooves. 


Roasted chestnuts and figgy pudding make for a tasty treat 


With joy and good cheer everyone we greet. 


Holly and mistletoe from the rafters hang 


Church bells toll with rhythmic clangs. 


Jars of sugar cookies and gingerbread men line the kitchen 
shelf 


While in the North Pole toys are being made by tiny, happy 
elves. 


Sipping hot cocoa and ice skating on a frozen pond 


Looking back at Christmases past with memories fond. 
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The essence of Christmas can be seen, felt and enjoyed all 
around 


But it’s the true spirit residing forever in you that makes the 


world go round. 





Nivedita Karthik: She is a poet residing in Chennai and 
working as a_ senior quality controller. She is an 
accomplished Bharatanatyam dancer and enjoys writing 
poems and stories. Her work has been published in Glomag 
and the Society of Classical Poets. 
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THE LITTLE BEGGAR GIRL 

She stands near the traffic signal 

Clutching her wares of paper, plastic and metal 

Her large brown eyes implore you 

To buy something so she can feed her little baby brother 
Who is clasped in a fierce embrace to her bony little body 
| need food for my baby, she says 

You turn your face away from 

those clawing, persistent fingers 

on your pristine window, pretending 


to look at your cell phone. 
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Those huge hungry eyes tug at your soul 

your heart demands that you help her, 

a poor little wanderer. 

Her fierce look shames you, 

who is still hesitant about being a fool. 

Your common sense tells you that this is a scam, 
Her pebble brown eyes sneer at you, call you a sham 
You feel guilty, reach into your pocket 

Look up to give her a few coins 

She has vanished, leaving you limp with 

relief, a sense of righteous indignation 


And a lingering stench of remorseful shame. 
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Padmini Rambhatla: | am a homemaker residing in 
Chennai, India. | work as an English teacher. | have 
contributed to a poetry group on Facebook. | dabble in art 
occasionally and love cooking a variety dishes for friends 
and family. 
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SMILE 

As you smile 

The scars on your right cheek 
Crinkle into a dimple. 

| wonder what do | like more, 
The scar or the dimple 

Or how it augments character 


When ache and joy conjoin. 


| could listen, you know 
To your story 
Without blinking 


And try to fathom 
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The look in your eyes. 

A coat of sheer distance, 
Sadness on your lower eye-lid, 
All resting beside 


Heavy laughter lines... 


Ah, you smile again 


That heart thunder of a smile. 





Panjami Anand: | am an occult practitioner by profession. 
Sometimes it helps to know that we are all fighting secret 
battles and we are not the only ones in pain. | love to 
observe human relationships and nothing inspires my 
writing more. Thus, the dominating theme of all my 
writings are conflicts and triumphs of the same. 
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EXCHANGE MY LIFE WITH YOURS 
At this age 

| am still active 

Desirous 

Wanting action 

Seeking meaning 

Trying to explore continents 
Meeting new people 

Tired of sitting at home 


Doing household chores 
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| want the footlights on me 
Want the punch lines 


Would you exchange, anyone? 


Mother still calls me her child 
Wanting to see me at the least once a month 
When | visit we do nothing 

Just talk and eat 

Then | sleep uncomfortably 

Her house is not my home any more 
My place is Home 

Freedom space 

Wake up when | want 

Sleep when | feel like 

Eat what | have 

lam free 

Only in my space 


Would you exchange your life with me, now? 
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Parasuram Ramamoorthi: He is a poet with three 
published volumes of Poetry. Norwich Musings ( 2003); Fire 
courts Water 2009; Neem Gita 2011; Playwright with 
twelve plays published and Performed. Autism Advocate 
and Pioneer in the file of Drama for Autism. Chairman 


VELVI www.velvi.org 
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ONE DAY THERE MAY WELL BE PROOF OF MULTIPLE 
UNIVERSES... 


title taken from a talk by Stephen Hawking. 


...and perhaps in one of those universes, | wouldn’t come 
home to an ikebana on the edge of our coffee table. And 
next to it your Rumi, dog-eared to the first verse you read 
out loud to me. 


in the space 
between falling rain 
and loneliness 

the song 


that once was ours 


It would never nearly be enough of a goodbye. 
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Paresh Tiwari: Poet, artist, and editor, Paresh Tiwari, has 
been widely published, especially in the sub-genre of 
Japanese poetry. A Pushcart Prize nominee, he has 
published two widely acclaimed collections of poetry. 
Raindrops chasing Raindrops, his latest collection of haibun 
was the recipient of the ‘Touchstone Distinguished Book 
Awards — 2017. Paresh is the serving haibun editor of the 
literary magazine Narrow Road, a tri-annual publication. 
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THE KILLING OF A NIGHT 
Fragrance of jasmine 
Comes from 

A sitar 

That 

| play 

Sitting cross-legged 

On a bajra 

Floating slowly 


On an endless darkness. 
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| touch 


the strings 


And find her pulse 


In the main vein of her hand. 


And | find 


That 


Each wave carries the Arohona 


And Avarohana of the tune 


Towards the shore. 


She puts on a dark saree 


Spangled with stars 


And 


She takes it 
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From the wardrobe of 


The universe. 


| hide my head in her bosom 
And 
Hear the cricket's song, 


The sound of tranquillity. 


Suddenly 
breaking my dream 
Enters into the play 


The mamon-worshipper of the world. 


They carry her to a discotheque 
And 
Kill her mercilessly 


By the incessant flashes of floodlights. 
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Partha Chatterjee: He lives West Bengal, India. His poems 
have been published throughout the world. He loves music 
and poetry very much. 
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PLEASE TAKE CHANGE 


From my new book, ‘Please Take Change,’ Cyberwit.net, 
2018. Previously appeared on front page of Open Arts 
Forum 


Old folk, partially sighted, 
those who know another climate 


hold out a palm of shrapnel, 


trust me to take correct amount. 
Each upturned hand an alien 


country with history contoured 


236 


a retired miners callouses, 
coaldust engrained, 
a young woman's perfumed 


softness piled with brass. 


| pick among tendered promises, 
their eyes wide wait and weigh 
as if their hand is a balance 


that may tip any direction. 
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Paul Brookes: | am a writer residing in Wombwell, England. 
| work as shop assistant. | have contributed to various 
anthologies. | have also published five poetry books. 
Forthcoming is another poetry collection called Ghost 
Holiday (Alien Buddha Press, 2018). My book “Please Take 
Change’ was published by Cyberwit recently. 
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GONE BEFORE 

Cry softly sweet child 
For the world you love 
Cry softly little one 


Tears from up above 


When the rain falls 


We know that it is you 


Showing us the way it is 


Before your sun breaks through 
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Cry softly sweet child 
Not as the storm driven rain 
Cry softly little one 


Let us try to soothe your pain 


And in a while, just a little while 
Just as your heart seems to ache 
The darkness will end, and the sun 


Will force those clouds to break 


Cry softly sweet child 
Mama and Papa are here 
Cry softly little one 


In Heaven there is nothing to fear 


240 





Late Philip G. Bell: He was born in West London and 
became a professional in the field of vibration and 
acoustics. He was awarded a Fellowship of the Society of 
Environmental Engineers. He has written poetry, short 
stories and a children's novel. He also founded The Young 
Poet Society. He has published a novel, "The Elfin Child." He 
was diagnosed with terminal Motor Neuron Disease and 
died in 2015. 
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LATE NIGHT CHIRPS 

~ THE SONG OF BIRDS AT NIGHT 
To the early birds that chirp 

do sing by my sill as | sleep 

do sing me lullabies in the dark 


before you retire to nest 


Oh! Dear birds sing me some songs 
don't lurk behind the trees 
sing to me the mellifluous tunes 


that cradle me to a deep sound sleep 
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Oh! little cuckoos and shy little sparrows 
join, in harmony 
come boast your lovely voices tonight 


as | sleep, snore and sleep 


My day was hard as | worked for long 
my hands and legs ache now 
Oh! Nightingales do sing for me 


with the other birds tonight 


Let me remind you, 

it's the New years' eve 

sO come again tomorrow 
come with all the lovely birds 


as | wait by my window sill 
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Pooja Suresh: Hello! | am Pooja Suresh, an upcoming 
Carnatic music vocalist and | perform concerts along with 
my siste. We sing as vocal duets and | also play the 
instrument Veena. | started writing as a hobby and now, 
take part in various writing prompts and programs also 
recently completed a NANOWRIMO camp setting myself a 
goal of 10000 words and received an honorable mention 
for one of my poems on togetherness written for On Fire 
Cultural Movement. | aspire to write more and read more. 
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LIGHT MEET DARKNESS 
Always 
| forget to greet you life 


But you never forget 


Whenever | glance at the sky 
A star-studded face greets me 
Whenever | look beneath 


Green grass showcasing dew droplets, a beautiful earth 
greets me 


| open all my doors and windows up 


You disrobe all your clothes 
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Even your moisturising skin 
You spread your arms 


Passionate is the death in you, embrace is total, thanks to 
your tight grip 


Faced with much ease | have 


Many a battles, thunder and lightning, what to speak of 
earthquake! 


In your beautiful eyes 
At times | have marked the mutiny 
Just you have shade a drop of tear 


And my lips touch your lips begging words for a passionate 
kiss around your neck and a ceasefire 


Tried to escape but failed many a times from your glance 


You have slayed me through your eyes 


My decimated parts lay there adjacent to your body 


Eyes for eyes 
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Tooth for tooth 

Lips for lips 

Kiss for a kiss 

Giving a clarion call for a war 
Through my lips | have painted words 
Over your body 

That we go on reciting till dawn 


You have painted through your lips rainbow of colours and 
hanged me against your body's sky 


Throughout the night 

Light and darkness met each other 
We are hanged 

We are butchered 

We are decimated 


Though it gives a semblance of a sight of slaughter house 


My beloved life 


It is love pure! 
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Prahallad Satpathy: He hails from the Balangir district of 
Odisha (India). He is a bilingual poet. He writes both in Odia 
and English. So far he has published three anthologies of 
poetry in Odia. His poems have been published in national 
anthologies like Scaling heights and _ international 
anthologies like Global Anthology on Peace and Harmony, 
Happy Isle, Feelings International. 
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https://www.imaginationtm.com/in-moonlit-night/ 


BELONGINGNESS 

Long roads will not be ending too soon, 

As long as | can see the moon, 

All the belongingness of misty yesterdays, 
will grow with your cuddles dear. 

The prettiness of boulevard will grow, 
With all the steps together we had before, 
When | see you, my heart melts. 

All the kisses of ecstasy touch my soul, 


With all your sweetness and endearments. 
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Caring of a beautiful mind will help me, 


To soothe the way of life, way of love. 





Pramit Maity: He is a blogger, poet, music lover and sports 
management professional from Kolkata, India. He is an avid 
lover of literature, and had done Master's in Mass 
Communication from Jadavpur University, Kolkata. He had 
pursued Master's program in Sports Business from Indian 
Institute of Social Welfare and Business Management. 
Apart from writing, he is a student of Hindustani Classical 
Music, and plays Sitar. 
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Candlelight, burning bright, 
You inspire hope in me! 


Tis the season of mirth and giving, Candlelight, burning 
bright, 


You inspire hope in me! 

Tis the season of mirth and giving, 
Forgiving and loving, 

Let go old hurts and pains, 

Heal and be stronger, 


A new year is round the corner, again! 
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Pratima Apte: She is a poet residing in Pune, India. She is a 
homemaker, recently turned grandmother! She used to 
write sporadically in the Pune edition's Women's page of 
the Indian Express. She loves reading and writing, and 
words are her world. 
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DIVINE LOVE 
Again and again 
The same lips 
Brush together 
Fresh and anew 
Feel 

More sweeter 
Than before 
The divine love 
Lasts forever 


Even after 
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The end of the world 
Death never touches 


Either their body or soul. 





Praveen Ranjit: He is a creative writer who gets inspiration 
from nature to social issues and enjoys writing poems on 
love, life, compassion, happiness, human relations nature’s 
beauty etc. At a very young age he developed his writing 
Skills, published poems in various anthologies and 
periodicals and received many awards of excellence. He 
was a professor in the Department of Commerce, St. 
Albert’s college, Kochi, Kerala from 1981 to 2014. 
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DRUNKEN LOVE 

A cup of hot coffee or 

A beautiful day out with my beloved one 

Dreams soaring higher seamlessly through the blue veil 
Wind blows from the north to west 

Woods filled with fragrances 

and vivid flowers 

A longing for the ancient tune 

To confront my soliloquy; 


Just a sudden visit to the nature's green lap 
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A warm touch of solitude to find comfort 

Ah! Happily shinning an hour or a day 

With my companion, 

To deal with the oldest pain in a different way 
Just sitting by the river alone or 

Someone who is very close to me and my sorrows 


Far from the maddening crowd. 
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Preety Bora: | am a poet residing in India, Assam, in a small 
city called ‘Golaghat’. | have contributed to various 
anthologies and also edited one bilingual anthology of 
poems. Nature is my greatest inspiration. | love to paint my 
words amidst the beauty of nature. 
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THE ROYAL GAME OF UR 

It was discovered in a royal tomb they say, 
this game called Pack of Dogs, and perhaps 

its players imagined themselves to be of that 
pack, moved about with the dice thrown by 
Ba'‘al and Ishtar and the other gods; and it 

was described by that old man (did he die old? 
| don't know) Itti-Marduk-balatu as the track 
on which the planets move, the squares being 
the houses of the Zodiac; and it was brought 


to light by the trowel of an archaeologist 
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who imprisoned the dice throws and sorrows 

of the loser, and the drunken joy of the 

winners into a glass museum case with this 
description: game-board; wooden... variously 
inlaid square shell plaques;---------------------- 

anna nanan nanan nnn n =n 2 == === === | stand at this 

bridge looking to the game that we too played: 
poised at the rosette, making the journey yet 
again, yet again and | see your moves that 

have made, and you licking your wounds on your 
side, those | inflicted, those you inflicted 
yourself, and those you made me believe that | 
inflicted--in turn | look at the mistakes, sins, 
(may | call them wounds?) and wonder whether | 
can pin some on you, even if in my head, for 

the divorce-court judge would not let me say 

| was a victim too. Maybe we were both a pack 


of dogs each, our desires, loathings, biases, 
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hates, lusts, disgusts and greeds making the 
seven, that run the course to the throw of 
unseen dice, and maybe there was no dice, 


but just you and me, and our mistakes. 





Raamesh Gowri Raghavan: | am a writer residing in Thane, 
India. | work as freelance copywriter. | have contributed to 
various anthologies. | have also published poems in many 
magazines and poetry anthologies. | was felicitated at 
Amaravati Poetic Prism 2016 for writing poems in 11 
different languages. 


260 


WAITING FOR 


SPRING 





TREE’S PRIDE AND PLIGHT 
Interspersed with my 

thick green foliage, 

a swarm of bees and berries, 


day’s call and copious buzz. 


At noon, surreptitious caterpillars 
pair with the pained bloom, 
not shedding but sharing with the 


clustered clan ever accommodating. 
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At dawn, crows, black princed, 
covey of parrots with green livery 
Pride with the parentage, 


their wings a see saw fritter ever, 


until a thud of wind sweep and 
dogs bark gathering all shiver 
my kith and kin of neighborhood 


silenced into shrunken chamber. 


| wait for Spring’s advent 
to reshape my defunct call 
can | see again my broad spectrum? 


Under which many umbrellas figure in. 
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Radhamani Sarma: | am a poet, short story writer, residing 
in Chennai, India. | am a retired professor of English. | have 
contributed to various anthologies. | have also published 
my own poetry collections. | am also a reviewer and critic, 
and have contributed critical essays on living writes, and 
am a blogger too. 
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| REMEMBER, | REMEMBER 

| remember my brother, when you and | 

were small, you smaller than me. 

| remember one rainy afternoon, me at lunch, 

at home, and it poured; the lane was filled with water, 
and our mother was worried, about how you'd be wet 
by the time you reached home. 

Did | carry an umbrella? 

Did | bring you home? 

| wish | did. 


| can’t remember now. 
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Try as | may, | just can’t. 


Do you remember? 


| remember my brother how you loved those things, 

paper kites: sometimes a crescent moon on a blue sky, 

or the tricolor of our nation, or the two striped ones, 
sometimes, just plain one colour, streaking through the sky. 


Then | had brought home that bamboo pole, two storeys 
high. 


Do you remember how I'd catch kites for you to fly them? 
| remember. 

And | remember how happy it’d make you, 

although you and l, 


neither could ever master the art of flying kites well. 


| remember much more, and still more, when | look back 


at those years when you and | 


were brothers that lived under the same roof. 
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And then, it changed. 
The roof was gone 


from over our heads. 


First | ran away, 


then you left. 


Thus ended that life of mine, 
ours, that | miss and 
| remember. 


Do you? 
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Rajnish Mishra: He is a poet, writer, translator and blogger 
born and brought up in Varanasi, India. He is the editor of 
PPP Ezine, a poetry ezine. He has a blog on poetry, poetics 
and aesthetic pleasure: 
https:/poetrypoeticspleasure.wordpress.com. 
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SHOPPING — MADHAVI’S OCD 
My OCD is writing and my wife Madhavi’s is shopping. 


Last year as we were walking down Hazratganj in Lucknow, 
Madhavi saw a sign which galvanised her into instant 
action: ‘Sari sale: up to 80% discount’. 


| followed her into the huge shop. As soon as | entered | 
saw sea of shoppers of the female variety unleashing a 
virtual tsunami of physical and oral calisthenics. Like a 
parched soul heading for the oasis, Madhavi dashed to the 
counter behind which was emblazoned the legend: 80% 
discount. 
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There was a mountain of saris on the counter. The ladies 
were rummaging through the saris on three sides, and on 
the fourth, stood a hapless salesperson who looked like the 
speaker of the Bihar assembly with the budget session in 
progress. 


Madhavi grabbed one sari and tugged. The sari, like 
Hanuman’s tail in the Mahabharata, remained ‘unmoved’. | 
whispered to Madhavi, “You see the bhabhiji in the 
scandalous pink outfit. She is at the other end of the sari.” 


Madhavi looked at her competitor and then hesitated for a 
second. 


| whispered again, this time with a profound sense of 
urgency, “Have you forgotten that your records in discus, 
javelin and shot put during your college days still stand 
unbroken? Are you going to allow a ‘pink’ bhabhiji to maul 
your reputation?” 


Madhavi, a resolute look on her face, pulled with all her 
might and the result was instantaneous. Bhabhiji lost her 
balance, the sari regained 50% of its freedom and Madhavi 
had notched up yet another feat — snatching a sari from the 
grasp of a bhabhi. 


Madhavi is not merely a great shopper. In the arena of 
bargaining too, | have yet to see a more consummate 
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professional whose dexterity has been proved beyond 
borders. 


A few years ago, we had gone on an African Safari to East 
Africa. On the second day we were approached by four 
Maasai women. They were carrying necklaces, bangles, 
earrings and handicrafts. Madhavi immediately zeroed in 
on two statues of a Maasai couple. 


“How much?” Madhavi asked. 

“50 dollars for the pair,” one of the woman said. 

“10 dollars,” Madhavi, said without batting an eyelid. 
“45,” the woman calmly replied. 


Just then | noticed an old woman whose face had a lot of 
‘character’. 


Just as | was about to click, she said “Photo, one dollar.” 


| was taken aback and our driver explained. “The Maasai 
people demand money for posing for photographs.” 


Our vendor now had another handle to bargain. “Last price 
— 40 dollars and the photo of the old woman for free.” 


Now this was getting interesting — a slice of cash and dash 
of barter! 
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Madhavi was not the one to give up; after all, her standing 
was at stake. Finally, after 18 minutes of negotiation, she 
clinched the deal. 


“18 dollars and the photo of the old woman for free,” 
Madhavi declared, her eyes shining as if she had just 
climbed Mount Kilimanjaro on stilts! 


| love going shopping with Madhavi. It offers tax-free 
entertainment and gives me loads of masala to indulge in 
leg pulling later. She shops for herself, the home and me. 
From shoelaces to other elements of sartorial elegance, 
every piece | wear has been bought by her. And that is the 
way it should be, since ours is a love marriage, and | believe 
her taste is better than mine! 
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Ramendra Kumar: Ramen is a writer by passion and a 
narcissist by obsession. He has 27 books to his name, 
almost as many awards and translations into several Indian 
and foreign languages. A popular story teller and mentor he 
is working as Chief of Communications, Rourkela Steel 
Plant. He has a page devoted to him on Wikipedia and his 
website is www.ramendra.in 
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SHORE 

The shrieking silence of the shore is broken, 
when a lonely heart walks along it. 

The roar of sea waves conceals the heart break. 
The shore witnesses unlimited memories. 
Glistening joys and aching pain. 

Kaleidoscope of emotions, 

exist on the same plane. 

Life goes on that way, 

intertwining pleasure and pain. 


Pearls are cocooned in oyster shell, 
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Layers of mysteries have to be unravelled to 


reach the real treasure. 





Rashmi Jain: Dr. Rashmi Jain is a bilingual author and poet, 
she writes in English and Hindi. Her poems, research papers 
and reviews are published in reputed journals, magazines 
and anthologies like Episteme, Setu (Pittsburgh USA), 
Poetic Melodies (Creative Talents Unleashed Publishers), 
Voices of Humanity (Ardus Publications, Canada), Our 
Poetry Archive etc. At present she is working as an 
Assistant Professor of English at Iswar Saran Degree 
College, Allahabad. Her email id is 
rashmii.jain23@gmail.com 
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A LIST OF SIGNBOARDS THAT THE FLOOD LEFT BEHIND 
1.No entry for Non-Hindus 

The copper plated roof of 

The seven hundred year old temple 

Struggled briefly for air 

Before going down. 

Hindu bubbles kept floating to the surface 

Till a boat named Daivasahayam reached and 


Moored itself to the flagpost. 


2. Beware of the Dog. 
The German shepherd in the kennel 


Could not break the gate open, 
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But a pack of mongrels had 
Made the roof their home and 
Knew how to howl when 


The choppers approached. 


3. Get appointment first. 

The man attired in a suit 
Wearing black leather shoes 
Was stuck under the staircase 


Visiting card in hand. 


4. Trespassers will be prosecuted 
When the owners returned 
Apart from clay and weeds 

They found a cobra and a viper 
In the prayer room and the 


Yoga room. 
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5. This is not a public road. 

Two large fishing boats 

Failed to enter the narrow private road. 
Finally, a meen vallam with five men aboard 
Negotiated the walls and gates 


To release twenty trapped souls. 


6. Today's prices. 
A row of ten dead kids 


Lay under the board. 


7. Instructions about clothes to wear while worshiping 
The heap of clothes that 

Reached in a pickup truck 

Were of various sizes and brands 


Smelling of dead water and not incense. 
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8. Begging is prohibited 

They begged for life 

On atop floor balcony 

To the wind and the rain 

And the distant thunder of 
Helicopters surveying aerially. 
Their voices went unheard 

Even to the bare bodied black men 


In the rowing boats. 


9. Pay and Use toilet 

They used nature 

As a toy for them to play 
And cast aside. 

They said, with a laugh, that 


They will pay for it later. 
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Ravi Shanker (Ra Sh): He translates from Malayalam and 
Tamil to English and vice versa. Published English 
translations of stories by Bama (Tamil), Mother Forest 
(from Malayalam) and Waking is Another Dream (Sri 
Lankan Tamil Poetry) and for Anthologies of Dalit literature 
published by OUP and Penguin India. Published poems in 
magazines, journals and anthologies. He is one of the five 
contributing poets to the anthology, “A Strange Place Other 
Than Earlobes” (five voices seventy poems). A collection of 
his poetry, "Architecture of Flesh" was published by 
Paperwala in 2015. 
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HUSH 
stop 
the spin 
the tilt 


the trudge round the sun 


the thoughts 


the movements 


the flutter of the senses 


a heart is memorising its rhythm 
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Reena Prasad: She is a poet/writer from India, currently 
living in Sharjah (United Arab Emirates). Her poems have 
been published in several anthologies and journals, e.g., 
The Copperfield Review, First Literary Review-East, Angle 
Journal, Poetry Quarterly, Lakeview International Journal 
etc. She is also the Destiny Poets UK's Poet of the year for 
2014 and one of the editors of The Significant Anthology 
released in July 2015. More recently, she was adjudged 
second in the World Union Of Poet's competition, 2016. 
She writes at Butterflies Of Time. 
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THE VANISHING TOWN 


“Also in death we are going to live, 
only in a different way, delicately, softly, 
dissolved in music;” 


Adam Zagajewski, Without End 
To this town that will vanish 
by tomorrow, | arrive. 
The month of December 
there’s a slowness to 
the fall of ash — like 
an eternity is left to spare 
in this relentless death. 


“There should be an afterwards” 
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| thought, smoking a cigarette 
“a hereafter world of music” 
the shapeless creatures of smoke 
dissolving in silence. 

The womb of temple is 

empty with cold winds and 
retired sparrows. 

Louis Armstrong’s heavy voice 
is falling like snow. 

The air is filled with the sense 
of an embrace. 

| sit in my hotel room, and see 
the whole town live 

through window 

in slow motion. 


Note: Last year, around this time, | was in Ooty with my 
grandmother. It was the last time we travelled together. 
This poem and a few other photos are the only remnants of 
that place now lost in time. 
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Rohith: He is a poet and a medico from Andhra Pradesh, 
writing poetry since 7 years. His poetry has been published 
in various online magazines, and has been acknowledged 
and complimented by various senior poets. 
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i ching wisdom: “ASCENDING” 
the weak ascend 

a small tree 

grows upwards 


from a hilltop 


one must have faith in the magical 
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the yielding push upward 
gently with devotion 
wood growing within the earth 


from seeds 


the heaping of small things, steadily 
with imperceptible progress, 
yields gradual 


invisible growth 


thus sincerity is to bring forth offerings, 


however humble or meagre 
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Robert Feldman: | am a writer and painter residing in Port 
St. Lucie, Florida. | own and operate a college test 
preparatory company. | have also published several poems 
and short stories in booklets, anthologies, and magazines, 
both hard copy and online. 
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A CHRISTMAS LOVE 
The very cool air 
Started already 

To announce that 
Christmas is coming: 
Ornaments and lights 
Are carefully placed 
Over the Christmas tree 
While precious gifts 


Are waiting under! 
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Special time of great joy, 
The stores are decorated 
With colorful flashing lights 
That clearly highlight 

The Christmas spirit 


Awaiting for the New Year! 


One more year 

We happily celebrate 
With smiles and joys 

A family's reunion: 
Some wait for presents, 
Other wait to see Santa 


While | just wait for true love! 
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Romeo della Valle: | was born in a beautiful island named 
Quisqueya or Hispaniola and from Italian and Spanish 
parents and came to America very young with a goal, 
mainly, to succeed in life and be happy. | am a man with a 
Vision and a clear mission: 'To spread my message of Love 
an Peace throughout the World’ and if my poetry can touch 
a single soul in the World, then | would gladly die leaving 
my clear footprints behind! 


290 





4 
IT HAPPENS EVERYDAY IN HEAVEN 

In heaven, everyday it happens; 

Sometimes, in the earth too 

Married couple, who lived on earth 

With trust and love for each other, 

Would be partners in heaven 

Lovers, who have faith in each other, 

Would meet in heaven, to be together 

Though on earth, they were apart from each other 
In heaven everyday it happens 


Sometime on earth too 
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Elderly men and women who lived on earth 
With Passion for life and love 

Would live forever in eternal love 

Even though, they haven’t enjoyed on earth 
Children who lost life between lips and nipple 
Would get their mom to love and feed. 
Love, in heaven it happens always 
Sometimes on earth too 

In heaven everything happens at its best, 
To the supernatural crest 

But on earth, it’s quite below the zest 

But, you and | could make 

Earth heavenly, as heaven 

Fight against the evils and egos 

Residing within you and me; 

And let heavenly love be on earth 


Then say ‘it happens always on earth too’. 
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Saleem Raza (Saleem Kattuchola): A freelance writer and 
painter from Kerala, India, working in Doha as an Admin 
Manager. Writes short stories, poems and travelogues in 
various regional language magazines (Malayalam), 
periodicals with a pen name as ‘Saleem Kattuchola,’ and 
used to write English poems and articles in International 
magazines and newspapers. 
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THE TALE OF THE THREE BROTHERS 

Inspired by a story in Harry Potter and the Deathly Hallows 
Three brothers passing through a forest 

Stopped by waters, raised their wands, 

Bridged the gap, made way to pass, 

But something unknown, blocked their way, 

‘Twas Death, who felt cheated of victims drowned. 
To bluff them, asked each to name a reward. 


Said the oldest, give me a wand 
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Undefeatable which may be, 

Death agreed and fashioned him one 

From a nearby elder tree. 

Said the second, give me the power 

To recall the dead, 

And was presented with the Resurrection Stone 
Plucked from the riverbed. 

The youngest, wily and humble 

Asked to escape from Death's vision forever 
And Death, unwillingly, 


Handed over his Cloak of Invisibility. 


The eldest, he duelled and killed a rival, 
And boasted of his pow'r, 

Alas! At night, stolen was the wand, 
And with it, his life. 

The second, journeyed on to his home, 


And recalled his long dead bride-to-be, 


295 


But suffering in the mortal world, she was unhappy, 
So joining her, he killed himself, 

Distraught and frenzied. 

Two taken, one left, but whither may he be? 

He roamed invisible, fooling Death till he 

Shed the Cloak, gave to his son, 


And went to meet Death, as an old friend. 





Samixa Bajaj: She is a student of Class 8. She is an avid 
reader. Poem writing is a passion she dabbles in, in her free 
time. Her poems depend on her mood at the time. She is 
also interested in dance and drawing. 
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LAKSHMI 

My lakshmi does not harvest crops. 

My Lakshmi does not bring wealth. 
Neither she visits me on full moon nights. 
But 

She brings the fragrance of autumn 

In scorching summer. 

She brings the waxed moon beams 

In the courtyard of my pain. 


She fills my savings accounts with Coins of her golden 
smiles. 


With her my childhood dances 
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In the alleys of life. 

| dance with her, sing with her, 

O! She, the harvest moon of life! 
Babbles broken sentences. 

Her newly grown milk teeth shine! 

And each broken words spreads the sweet aroma of milk! 
She harvests the joy from barren life. 
My little Samvathsara, 

Tweets & giggles, toddles & leaves 

The footprints of blessings in 

Every pages of life. 

& | realized Laxmi is not a Devi anymore. 


She is my child! 
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Sanhita Sinha: She is a native of Tripura. She is a teacher 
and bilingual poet. Her poems have been published in 
different national and international anthologies, journals 
and magazines. Apart from writing, she is actively engaged 
in cultural activities too. She is a regular artiste of television 
and radio too. 
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THE GOATHERD 

There sits the goatherd, 

his body burnished in the noonday sun; 
tired, hungry, and cautious, 

partaking of his meagre midday meal, 


rheumy eyes following his wandering goats, hungry too. 
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| watch this scene from under another tree, entranced. 
Long forgotten lyrics of a song float across to me. 
“High on a hill was a lonely goatherd. 

Lay ee odl lay ee od odl-oo...” 

Yes, this one looks lonely too — 

but no, a tiny lamb comes tumbling towards him, 

he gropes for his jootis, slips them on, 


lovingly scooping it up in his sturdy arms. 


Up above, an airplane glints in the noonday sun; 

a sliver of hope. 

The tiny lamb tossed on his shoulder, he heads home, 
[no, he is definitely not lonely], 

matching bleat with bleat with the lamb, 

the other goats in tow. 

A tiny sparrow tilts it tiny head and watches. 


Just watches. 
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No remote town folks hear his loud yodels, 
no prince, no men on the road, 

no ‘girl in a pale pink coat’ hears it, but | hear. 
| hear The Sound of Music of love 

of the lamb and the goatherd 


long after they have disappeared down the jungle path. 
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Santosh Bakaya: | am a poet-novelist-essayist residing in 
Jaipur, Rajasthan, India. | work as a teacher and have 
contributed to various anthologies, have written many 
novels and poetry anthologies, and a poetic biography of 
Mahatma Gandhi, Ballad of Bapu. Recently | delivered a Ted 
Talk on The Myth Of Writers’ Block. 
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Oh, when love was traditional! 
And everyone felt special, 
When partners carefully chose words, 


Their hearts flew like birds. 


The era of waiting 
Made the heart go roller skating! 
The joy of receiving a letter 


Made any and every illness feel better! 
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The letters themselves spoke 
And eyes welled and throats choked. 
Overcome with love and romance 


Enough to send lovers into a trance. 





Sara Bubber: | am studying Human Development from 
MSU, Baroda. In my free time (sometimes even during 
classes) | love looking out of the window especially when it 
rains. | love reading, listening to music and spending time 
with my dogs. My dogs are my favourite people in the 
world. 
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FROZEN LOVE 


How beautiful and serene is this frozen love, she sighed 
with all her feelings dead and buried! 


When the love was warm and fragrant 

He ruled her life stamping on her tender heart so pure n 
divine 

And with their trivial fights made her heart so sore and 
bleed 

Her petal soft heart loved all around her 

And all she got was cold shoulders 

from all! 


She wept alone to no one's bother 
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Her feeling towards all 

died a natural death with no worries ! 
Her heart was frozen like a block of ice 
She walked out of her so called wedlock 
The lock which locked her in an iron cage 
Now her tears refuse to flow anymore 
they too were frozen like her frozen heart 
never to melt at his whims n fancies ! 
She started her life all over again 

Only loving her own frozen heart 
working day and night to feed 

her hunger! 

Humming a song happily 

She walks on the sandy shore, 

A triumphant walk she always 

dreamt of, singing how fragrant is 


this frozen heart of mine! 
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Sarala Balachandran: | reside in Kolkata, West Bengal, with 
my family. My poems have been published in national and 
international anthologies. | am a contributing poet for 
Different Truths. | write free verses. 
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As | open my eyes to the din of the day 

An island of solitude beckons me to stay 

Away from all that saps life out of me 

Away from chaos, close to a solitary sea 

An island where you and | are the same 

Where blue waves stoke love's purple flame 
Where life is simple, free of vindictive games 
Where home is eternal; beyond all mortal claims. 


A sky where stars promise light for the way 
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A field where maize stalks gleam in the prime of May 
What | see may not be what is... 

These choppy waters may have a lot amiss 

But my dreams to pursue the stars of the night 


Gives my soul strength and my hope might 


On a mission to be heard my verses permeate 
| soar... My wings with purpose reverberate 
Love pervades my starry verse sky 


And in that nightsong... I'm it and it is I. 
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Saranya Francis: She is a multilingual poet with published 
poems in English, Hindi and Tamil. She has to her credit two 
anthologies of poetry titled Ambedo and Being Purple. Her 
poetry has been widely published online. She is a dance 
and music enthusiast and a linguist. She is the recipient of 
the Bharat Award for Literature (2018), Rabindranath 
Tagore Award (2017), National Chanting Bards Award 
(2017). Saranya is the Secretary of ZAV Foundation, an NGO 
working for the cause of education and women 
empowerment. She is currently a freelance life skills trainer 
and also teaches in a satellite-based education company. 
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SPLIT 

| would rip the eyelids 
off of ignorance 

if it were 


within my power 


but |am weak 


of mortal flesh 
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so | just keep singing 


and pray peace prospers 


There are two suns, two moons, 


two stars, two supernovas 


orbiting the sky tonight 


There is wrong and right 


There is fight or flight 


There is a blueprint 


churning cosmos 


all the while 
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Scott Thomas Outlar: He hosts the site 17Numa.com where 
links to his published poetry, fiction, essays, interviews, 
reviews, live events, and books can be found. His next 
collection, Of Sand and Sugar, is forthcoming in 2019 
through Cyberwit. 
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Jay Chakravarti: He is the founder/editor of CultureCult 
Magazine. He is an independent filmmaker from Kolkata, 
India. His debut book of poetry and paintings - 
"Cornucopia," has been published in early 2018. 
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THE NEAT LITTLE WOODEN BOX 

lam afraid of being buried 

in neat little handmade boxes 

Build to perfection, satin lined wooden confines 
lam afraid of being left behind 

In the darkness of that narrow space 

With my body already refusing my commands 
| don't want my spirit clamped by rigor motis 

| am afraid of straining to hear the last footfall 
Of the well-polished shoes of my loved ones 
Walking away without a backward glance 


Dwindling into the creaks of my wooden boarding 
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Sniffing their wistful goodbyes into a list of chores to be 
done 


| am afraid of the petulant fall of Autumn leaves 
Falling one by one painfully on my burdened box 
Freshly buried under the neglect of oxidizing dirt 
| am afraid of the loneliness of morbid silence 
With only me in a limpid body which echoes 
With the memories of warm blood 

That once gushed so enthusiastically 

Through the valves of my cochlear heart 


And supple maleable flesh moulded over firmness of 
chisled muscles 


lam afraid of the time 
when | will be neatly bundled as timelapsed 
Memory 


The address of my final cavern tucked into a fading receipt 
from the graveyard 
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And all | will be is old data backed-up on to an external hard 
disk 


Of a much loved grandchild 





Seema K Jayaraman: She is poetess based out of Mumbai, 
India, and is a professional in the IT Banking domain. Her 
poems paint a vivid picture, colourfully presenting the 
myriad vibrancies of nature, at times stark depictions of 
human strife and tragedy. She writes both free style and 
rhyme-based verses, and she also enjoys writing haikus and 
tankas. Her debut book, Wings Of Rhapsody — A Dalliance 
Of Poems, was released in June 2016. 
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EGOS ARE FRAGILE 

Egos are fragile 

Often leading to catastrophe 
in friendships and in all relationships 
we try to imbibe it 

making our self obliged to it 
For too long 

My wills have been dependent 
on the affirmation of others 
but what | examine 

that whatever | tried 

it’s all in vain 


sometimes | tried to please myself 
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sometimes my audience 

by winning them over 

again and again in various terms 
but this has plagued me for years 


or will | do the same in future 


So, better give it up! 





Shamenaz: | reside in Allahabad. | am a freelance writer, 
passionate reader, blogger, and poet, with many published 
poems in E-journals and magazines in India. | have 
presented papers in India and abroad. | am in the Editorial 
board of journals: Literary Miscellany, Cyber Literature, 
Research Access, Expression, The Context & IJRHS (Jordan). 
| am the Guest Editor of ‘The Context’ Volume 2, issue 3. | 
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BONDAGE 

Donkeys as can be seen in roads 

Paired with legs tied together 

Walking soulfully 

But can we say woefully 

Minds of mute animals 

Not so that of human minds 

A routine journey 

Through the long, winding journey called life 
Donkeys in bondage 


Though tied 
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Still a long way 

Through life’s long cordon 
Placing their steps carefully 
Nowhere can they go astray 

Is ita place that they need 
Inhibiting emotions in the weed 
of security of humaneness 
Eternally tying themselves 

To the strong pillar 


Which is of human bondage 





Shobha Warrier: Born near Trichur in Kerala, she did her 
schooling in Mumbai and Chennai. Shobha was highly 
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influenced by her maternal grandfather who was a 
distinguished Sanskrit scholar. Shobha had a keen interest 
in languages, be it prose or poetry, from her school days. 
She has also worked as a teacher in schools for some time. 
Shobha’s father, K. Ramakrishna Warrier, is a distinguished 
writer in Malayalam, and recipient of the Sahitya Akademi 
award for his contribution in Sanskrit. Shobha is married to 
an engineer and has one daughter. 
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> a “what dau is it?" asked Pooh. 
x om! “It's today,” squeaked Piglet. 
es “My favorite day” said Pooh 

& at a ~~ a 


NOW! 

Tomorrow, tomorrow, tomorrow, 
| foresee a poem of sorrow. 
There’s a chill in the breeze, and 
a joy in that freeze, 


Tomorrow’s too much to wait. 
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The song is on now, the wrong is right now, 
Tomorrow may well turn the tables. 

A poem right now, scrawled anyhow, 

as my dreams keep fleeing their stables. 


Tomorrow’s too much to wait. 


The day’s gone lighter, its smile is now warm, 
Today’s the treasure | found. 

Switch off the radar, there’s earthquake nor storm! 
The moment is now, and it’s safe and it’s sound, 


Tomorrow? Drop it, it’s too much of weight! 
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Shreekumar Varma: He is a poet, novelist, playwright 
residing in Chennai, India. He is now a full-time writer. He 
have contributed to various anthologies. He has received 
the R. K. Narayan Award for Creative Writing. 
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WHO AM I’ 





A LOOK AT LIFE 

How long iam here in this world 

of fragile love and changing colours? 
how long iam here in this world 


of ceaseless desires and unending glamour? 


Of what use a beautiful house 


a caring wife and flourishing kids 


when everything so transient and unreal 
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Of what use pelf and power 

plenty and affluence, science and religion 

when i do not know the reason for why iam here? 
who am i, from where i come 


to where i ultimately go? 


Of what use all these appreciation, recognition laurels and 
accolades 


when everything is for a period 
either they will say me goodbye 


or | will one day or other 


Of what use my knowledge and education 
when i do not know me and my identity 
if death is the end of life 

why life here? 


if nothing is for my possession and nothing is mine why i 
am here? 


let me think 
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and look within and beyond this world 
of spellbinding grandeur 


to know the real me a bit more 





Smruti Ranjan Mohanty: He is the son of Raj Kishore and 
Shantilata Mohanty, born at Padmapur, Jagatsinghpur, 
Odisha. He is a multilingual poet, essayist and writer. He is 
a published poet and writer and a featured poet of PENTASI 
B World Friendship Poetry. His writings include essays, 
short stories, poems and novels which are published in 
newspapers and in various national and international 
magazines, journals and anthologies. Working as Finance 
Officer in Govt of Odisha, he writes extensively on life, its 
beauty and intricacies that are widely acclaimed. 
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* WMHAWMHOPUAPSZ 





nO 0 






Wig ing you a mom wh fi0 eG 


— 
NS 


Bava Deace,.lOwe ane va oy! 


DECEMBER 

Last but not least | am, 
Everyone’s sweet | am, 
Chilled days of winter, 


Quilt of snow all over! 


Divinity flows within me, 
Christmas carols treat me, 
Jesus was born in my laps, 


To bless this entire world! 
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Month of joy for children, 
Schools closed for vacations, 
Teachers are also relaxed, 


From their daily workload! 


With my adieu | bring cheer, 
Planning starts for New Year, 
lam special, O’ all remember, 


After all my name is December! 
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Sonia Gupta: Dr. Sonia is a dentist by profession. She is an 
established author of four English and Two Hindi poetry 
books. Her many poems and stories have been placed in 
various anthologies, magazines and newspapers. She has 
been awarded with various awards in Hindi literature and 
won many poetry competitions organised by various 
literary groups on facebook. Besides a poetess and doctor, 
she is fond of paintings, singing, cooking, designing, knitting 
and teaching. Her many projects are coming soon. 
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STORY OF TRAFFICKED 

Some call it human trade 

Others human trafficking 
Everyone has a word for it 
Depending on their share of profit 
| remain object for both 

One auction 

Another sale the claim to save 
Believe me or not 

lam afraid of both 


The promised safety of shelter home 
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The dream of rehabilitation 

All crumbled in front of my eyes 
The horror of being bought and sold 
To bartered and branded 

To humiliation by saviours 

Have gone through it all and beyond 
Just wish now 

To kill demon of past 

Held my head high 

Walk ahead with dreams 


On journey of life without baggage 
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Subhash Chandra Rai: Nonconformist by birth, wearing 


emotions on sleeve. Enjoying path less travelled and being 
myself. 
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Days merge in a kaleidoscope called life 
Patterns painted in the dated canvas 
The psychedelics irregularities leave an imprint on the track 


The brighter ephemeral moments in time's campus 


Time is short 
Time is long 
Time is consort 


Time is song 
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They blend and merge the crossroads 
Creating chaos and dilemma 
Only to diverge in their own different ways 


A collage of the inevitable 


Time takes a stake 
Time outs a rake 
Time passes by 


Times takes a sigh 


Flakes of snow drifts in with tinsel 
Metallic tints that dims to glitter 
Fusing each mindful coloured song 


Pulled to be pushed away it fritters 
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Time is transient 
Time is temporal 


Time is recipient 


Time is corporeal 





Sudeshna Mukherjee: She is an Economics Major. She is a 
poet, short story writer and painter. Her book of poems 
“Meanderings of the Mind” has been published. Many of 
her poems have been published in national and 
international anthologies, magazines and e-publications. 
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MEANDERING AROUND 
Meandering around 

During aimless wandering 

| chanced upon opulence 

With generous dollops of grandeur 
When the sky lit up 

With darts of gold 

Its ornate splashes 

Installed sea of glitter 


The gleam and the shine filled the sky azure 
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The crispy and crunchy afternoon 
Soaked in hue and warmth of sun 
Brought sultry overtones 

As the all pervading 

Glided into wall of mountains 
Whipped through trees 


Restrained movements of one and all 


Beating the retreat 

The mighty went down 

Slowly and steadily 

Folding quirky corners of the day 

Cravings and longings caressed brush strokes 


To sketch the scene In an elegant way 


Glistening platinum mane 


Of the disc of silver 


Became default setting for the nippy evening 
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Made rivers frenzy 
With its romantic overture 


And my modest self-lost entity 


As | sailed deep into core. 





Sujata Dash: Sujata Dash is a banker by profession, a singer 
and poet by passion. She is serving Bank Of India and is 
placed in Bhubaneswar. She has one published work to her 
credit. Her anthology of poetry ‘More Than Mere —- A 
Bunch Of Poems’ by Authors Press says a lot about her 
admiration for nature and longing for the divine. 
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MERRY CHRISTMAS 

Waving hands some beautiful flowers 
Playing of light, festoons and colours, 
A charming evening and 


Merry Christmas! 


Some smiling face 
Full of grace 
No trace of melancholy and pain 


Invoking God some holy heart and sane. 


340 


Cadence of music, dance a part 
Delight of some happy heart 
Wish this ageless day 


Never be depart. 


Jingle of bells 
Some fairy tales 
Just see the eyes 


Full of glair, 


Merry people here and there. 


Festivity is in the air. 
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Sumana Bhattacharjee: | am a poet from Kolkata, India. 
Right now, I'm working as a housewife. | have contributed 
to various anthologies of poems. | have published a book of 
poems. | have received certificates of honour from various 
online literary groups. 
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BECAUSE | AM TRANSGENDER 

Life is harsher than the cold earth 

as the chilling distance of my own parents 

jolts me to the reality of being disowned. 

For hearts close their doors, no one my pain shares 

no one holds or hugs me; or tastes the salt of my tears. 


The shame of rejection, the shame of being a queer peer, 
the shame of being bizarre 


make me feel sub-human, just a clod of this earth. 
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Exiled from the mainstream of life in this phallocentric 
world 


| would do anything to buy genitals, anything to experience 
the ecstasy 


of a night that satiates the throbbing in my groins, 


douse the fire that rages inside me, branding me with a 
nondescript label 


for there is always the shame, always the fear, always the 
threat 


of being discovered a eunuch. 


Damned from birth this body isn’t me. Trapped in it are a 
boy and girl. 


Oh, just to be me! 
While | dream of pretty dresses, make up and lacy lingerie 


| don tough pants and heavy boots, so | can play at being a 
man 
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even as | lie to the woman within me. 


| wish my mother had then said, “just be,” when God 
created ‘them’ and me. 


Being unique, I’m rejected. Conforming to closed mind-sets 
is difficult, as | try to become someone I’m not. 


I’m brought down on my knees, my scars hurt and can take 
it no more. 


| move in with others like me, who care for me, feed me 
most of all include me, till | discover the truth 


of being wanted, only to earn through my youth. 


Humiliated with spittle ridden words of abuse and curses 
that sear the soul 


turning to prostitution was not by choice, they would have 
torn me to shreds. 


| go along with the act to keep hunger at bay. 


Does the soul have a gender? Am | to blame for this gender 
play? 


My clothes that define me are just cloth to hide the body, 


345 


my heart is warm, my feelings tender 


is that any different, just because | am transgender? 





Sunil Kaushal: Dr. Sunil Kaushal is a gynaecologist, trilingual 
writer and poet. She has been published in a number of 
National, International anthologies and magazines and won 
many awards. She has been translated into French, German 
and Greek. In October 2017 she was honoured at the Indian 
World Poetree Festival with The Enchanting Muse Award 
(International) and Fellow of the Regal World of 
Scribes(FRWS), by The Pentasi B Poetree Group. 
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LUCKY 

Due to a brief lull 

in the rain and traffic noise 
on the always-screaming 


suburban Mumbai streets 


heard suddenly--- 

the distinct voice of a myna 
SO 

n-a-t-u-r-a-| 


SO S-w-e-e-t 
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and different 
from the non-stop assault 


of the high-decibel 


automobile- cacophony! 





Sunil Sharma: He is Mumbai-based senior academic, critic, 
literary editor and author with 19 published books: Six 
collections of poetry, one joint; two of short fiction; one 
novel; a critical study of the novel, and, eight joint 
anthologies on prose, poetry and criticism. He is a recipient 
of the UK-based Destiny Poets’ inaugural Poet of the Year 
award---2012. His poems were published in the prestigious 
UN project: Happiness: The Delight-Tree: An Anthology of 
Contemporary International Poetry, in the year 2015. Sunil 
edits the English section of the monthly bilingual journal 
Setu published from Pittsburgh, USA: 
http://www.setumag.com/p/setu-home.html 
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Open me wide 
Chisel 

To rid me of my-self 
And then 

Let me shine 

In the colours of 
The sky 

The trees 

The breeze 


The quietly flowing waters 
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The sunlight 

The moonbeams 

The blossoms 

The birds 

The butterflies 
Colourful and colourless 
Let me bloom 

Empty and full 


Scattering myself far and wide! 
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Sunita Singh: She is a bi-lingual poet and writer, writing in 
English and Hindi. Her poems feature in Indian and 
International Anthologies and e-magazines. Many of her 
poems have won awards on online forums like Kaafiya, 
Poetry Planet, The Significant League. A few of her Hindi 
poems have also been turned into lyrics for private albums. 
She is an active member of Katha Kathan, a forum for 
reviving Indian languages. She lives in Delhi and is fond of 
travelling, music, reading. She finds inspiration from nature. 
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Illustrated in acrylic painting on canvas Suzette Portes San Jose 
RAINBOWS END 
tears from heaven, in drizzles, were send 
upon the clouds, among the rainbows end 
floating soul-soaked, dripping, and wet 


under the rain standing still with a mindset 


to walk across the storm in gusty wind 
in barefoot with all the bloody mud stained 
in broken wings flew to where clouds may go 


swiftly and all along... did blindly follow 
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drenching from the pouring rain that never stops 
lost thyself and lost a heart, the weary body drops 
a pleading heartbeat cried like a roaring thunder 


visions and thoughts wander to seek and ponder 


through bright lightning that strikes, a way was found 
pavement where soul silently creep, without a sound 
wished to find strength and the chance to stand tall 


body weakened on buckled knees shall never fall 


all through, upon the rainbow's end, | sought 
the joy from pain found on a pot of gold it brought 
beholding the soul dripping, drenching, stern and still 


on dark clouds of stormy rain, a heart learns to heal. 


insight: 


in a shattered dream a soul slumbered in deep sleep to 
soon awaken in a brighter day beneath the hues of life at 
the "RAINBOW'S END" 
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Suzette Portes San Jose: She has a Bachelor of Science in 
Commerce from University of San Carlos Cebu City. 
Philippines. She was born with a passion for writing and 
living in her art forms. She started writing online in 2013. 
She now has joined 15 book anthologies from 2015 to 
2018. Each of her poems is written with her painting as 
visuals and are now appearing internationally namely in the 
United States, Canada, United Kingdom, India, and the 
Philippines. 
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DANCING FOR YOU 

Foreve and ever 

| will dance you a dance 

In the silky, glittering snow 
| will dance for you. 

In the long, cold winger 

a warm heart beats for you. 
Grateful for all the times 


we spend together, 
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In good times 

and bad times 

In happiness and health - 

In joy, and even in sadness, 
Emotions woven in a colorful carpet, 
mixed with dark treads from 

life's challenges. 


Our life together. 


I'm grateful and humble because, 
because all the experiences are 
valuable lessons and 
unforgettable memories. 

Forever and ever 

| will dance for you. 

in eternal seasons 


for you. 
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Svanhild L@vli: I'm a Norwegian poetess. 
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MY JOURNEY TO THE INTERIOR 

During my wonderful but long journey to the interior- 
I’ve seen so many swamps and so many quicksands. 
There were some thickets extended beyond the barrier, 


But, those couldn't force me take rest on kickstands. 


I've watched the ventures of some audacious spider 


And its ceaseless effort to produce gossamer thread. 
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It taught me to make another frame that would bear 


The load of my body when I’Il have no time for bed. 


During my journey, I’ve watched the crawl of poor tigress 
Behind the strongest member of the indifferent flock. 
It taught me how to adopt the spirit of audaciousness, 


Or how to overcome the crisis of physical and mental block. 


It's a journey; a new journey to the interior of my self. 


During that, I’ll find my desired diamond inside a new delf. 
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Swapan Kumar Rakshit: He is an Indian poet who lives in 
Bankura, West Bengal. He teaches physics for his 
professional needs. However, he prefers to write poems, 
especially sonnets. He wants to be acquainted with the 
universal mind through poetry. 
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MY POEM INCOMPLETE 

The title of my poem came easy to me 

My quill pirouetted 

Gravity defying words spinning in sequined stars 


Lined the inky sky 


My poesy gained momentum 


As every musing rushed to my veins 
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The slower ones tiptoed 


The faster ones free styled 


Tingling in anticipation of the next verse 
Tears cascaded 

The scribe therapeutic 

Almost a perfect ending 

When my ballad ran breathless - 


At the sight of you 
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Vandana Kumar: | am a poet, residing in New Delhi, India. | 
work as a Teacher. | have contributed to various 
anthologies. 
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ADDICTION 

| was Anxiously 

Strolling in my room 
Thoughts were kept 

in the dungeons of my mind 
But just like flowers 


Ready to bloom 
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Though they were 

Prisoned, locked, withered 

And streaming a lot 

To come out, thinking continuously 


how to tackle with this situation! 


Got an idea 

And started penning 
On my laptop 

And they were free 


As soaring high with glee 


In the form of words 
| said everything 
Tome 

To this entire world 
And feel relaxed 


No palpitations 
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Not any perspiration 

Now It has become an addition 
To scribble 

For me and 


For my likers, friends 


| feel it's a beautiful addiction 
To write meaningfully, 
write for spirituality 


write for the society 


To write for raising our voices against 


Several sort of Discriminations 


And feel the final satisfaction 


With this endless emotion! ! 
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Varsha Saran: She is a homemaker but a bilingual poetess 
and a story writer by her passion, her many poems and 
stories have been published in different international 
Anthologies,,ezines, magazines and newspapers .She won 
many awards in writing. She loves nature ...It's beautiful 
sceneries and cute animals . She loves singing n painting 
too. 


367 





Tell me something 

| can write 

before this year ends. 

Tell me how 

to hold this year on my lap 
and put it to sleep 

before tomorrow is born. 
Tell me 

how to call you 


before the sun rises in between your name. 
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Tell me 

we have laughed until our stomachs hurts 
and have burnt our tears in a volcano. 
Tell me 

how to start all over again 

when yesterday wakes up at odd hours. 
Tell me 

we will meet at crossroads 

and smile like traffic lights 

letting each car pass by 

without hitting another. 

Tell me 

we have loved well 

and that is enough a lesson 


to teach us to live another year. 
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Vasanthi Swetha: She is extremely passionate about the art 
of poetry, dance, reading and dreaming, and she believes 
that every poem that she writes is a result of a 
conversation with her soul. 
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Darkness 
Definition of de-light, 
Tell me, 


Why are you feared? 
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Is it because 

In your depths lie encrusted 
Shards of painful revelations 
So fiercely true 

That can pierce open 

A volley of emotions, 
Which, 

when unleashed, 

Can cause 

The carefully sewn profile 
Of civic pretence 

To be ripped apart, 
Arousing 

A plethora of reactions 


Unwarranted? 
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Vidya Shankar: | am a poet, writer and blogger residing in 
Chennai, India. | am an educator, presently working as an 
English Language Instructional Designer. | have been 
contributing to an international newspaper column as well 
as to a few anthologies. | have also published a book of 
poems. 


373 





DISCOVERY 


For Margaret Atwood 
With a folded prayer heard in silence 
Your bare soles touch the soul of the soil 


Along the leafless path leading to 


Another sky, where the unchanging paleness 


Of every sunset since the last embrace 


Nudges you to remember that this is 
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An ancient country, wide-hipped and unphotographed 
With a young and throbbing language of her own 


Lonely and longing to be brought to light. 





Vijay Nair: | am a poet residing in Palakkad, India. | am an 
Associate Professor in English. | have contributed to various 
anthologies and published 3 poetry collections. | was 
awarded the Reuel International Prize for Writing & 
Literature in the year 2016. 
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AT HER KITCHEN TABLE 
we had a conversation 
that sidewinded onto 
of all things 


homosexuals and abortion 


a far cry from her usual 


cache of worry and woe 
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for 50 years we’d kept 
it middling 


my thoughts kept separate 


her open-mindedness 
one adult to another 
exchange was a marvel 
that could have 


thrown me off my game 


we were from two 
different generations 
mom and me 

so | kept keeping 


my secrets secret 
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Wanda Morrow Clevenger: She is a former Carlinville, IL 
native. Over 450 pieces of her work appear in 155 print and 
electronic publications. Her flash fiction ‘Roses and 
Peppermint Candy’ won the 2014 Winter Short Story 
Contest in The Holiday Café. Her poem “corsage” won the 
2014 Black Diamond Award for Excellence of Craft in The 
Midnight on the Stroll Poetry Contest. Her nonfiction ‘Big 
Love’ was nominated for 2016 Best of Net by Red Fez 
literary journal. 
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THE LION AND THE PIGS 

The lone lion was shot 

By some pigs 

That once licked his legs 

At the small hours 

Of the blackest night 

The lion lay there oozing blood 
The vultures sat round a table 

To give one from among them 
The status of a lion 


The same pigs today 


379 


Rule the jungle 


Shedding ceremonius tears 


Over the lion they once killed. 





Zulfiqar Parvez: He is Vice Principal Cum O Levels English 
Language Teacher, London Grace International School, 
Dhaka. | have done my Honours and Masters in English 
Language and Literature from the University of Rajshahi, 
and am the editor of Neeharika. 
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